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CHAPTEE XXX. 



TOTTY FAY. 



The Lilacs, Bolton Gardens, West Bromp- 
ton ; or, if you go by the address cards of 
its inhabitants. South Kensington. 

A room most richly famished — a room 
crowded with all sorts of upholstery, and 
everything in the worst possible taste. 

A carpet — ^we will commence with the 
carpet — covered with a huge scroll-work, 
relieved at intervals by a sort of red cab- 
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"bage or gigantic sunflower, and other such 
yegetable and floral adornment. 

The window curtains rivalling the carpet 
in loudness of tone, the furniture covered 
with gaudy damask, or resplendent in fancy 
wood-work and gold. 

A chandeUer, gUttering like a fountain 
with crystal drops, but twice as large as the 
room required. Tables littered with hand- 
some art gift books, of whose contents no 
one perhaps was more ignorant than their 
owner. 

Mirrors — ^ah ! these were in constant re- 
quisition—of every shape and size ; not that 
pictures and portraits were absent — no, no, 
Totty Fay was everywhere. 

Yes, Miss Totty Fay, of the Eoyal Chicka- 
biddy Theatre, was the owner, or rather the 
tenant, of this resplendent Paradise ; owner 
also of the flufly poodle on the sofa, of the 
dropsical looking bowl of goldfish, and of 
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the screaming, gaudy-plumaged parrot that 
swung itself about on the gilt ring attached 
to its perch. 

Miss Pay's walls abounded in portraits — 
in nothing but portraits, in fact, and every 
portrait a portrait of Miss Fay. 

Here we perceive that admirable actress 
^^ Totty " as Princess Butter-pat, dancing 
the charming "breakdown," and singing 
the delicious song, " Now, don't You Wink 
at Me, Joe," which has made her name im- 
mortal. 

Besides this work of art we have innu- 
merable representations of Totty : Titania 
caressing the ass's head, which we fear 
Totty very often did; Ariel teasing Caliban; 
Popsy-Wopsy, whose dress in the last fairy 
burlesque cost, report says, five hundred 
guineas; and, to select another one from 
very many, Totty as Cleopatra — ^not that 
she was at all like Cleopatra, except that 
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she was brandisliiiig a goblet, and swalloW'* 
ing pearls by the thousand, which Totty 
was very capable of doing. 

Was she handsome ? 

No. 

Was she pretty ? 

Yes. 

Face rather round than oval ; eyes small 
and merry, like those of Nell Qwynne, who 
always, according to Mr. Pepys, "winked 
when she laughed;" nose of a celestial 
turn; mouth large, red-lipped, saucy, and 
white-toothed ; a chin — ^ah ! there came the 
strong bit of character belonging to the face 
— ^the chin round and well-cut, projected 
slightly, giving a look of firmness, obsti- 
nacy perhaps, to what otherwise would have 
been weak and childlike. 

In figure, Totty was very diminutive, but 
SO admirably well made as to have obtained 
for her, from her admirers, the complimentary 
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title of "the pocket Venus." What her 
•enemies called her we will not here put 
down. The little creature was a spoiled 
child of fortune, and evidently not bom to 
the magnificence with which she was every- 
where surrounded. 

A dashing manner, an exquisite figure, a 
pretty face, a musical voice, and a charming 
dancer, made up the "little treasure" of 
which the management of the Chickabiddy 
Theatre was justly proud — the photographs 
did the rest. Totty's piquante features and 
graceftd form, in every possible and impos- 
sible attitude, adorning the shop windows, 
their variety and number testifying to her 
popularity. 

At the present moment she is actively 
engaged in feeding the fiuffy poodle with 
fragments of sponge-cake, and talking to a 
smart maid, who is removing the remains of 
a luncheon which had consisted of two 
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mutton chops and a beaker of stout — Totty, 
all " pocket Venus " as she was, being fond 
of the substantials. 

^^ Bless me, Lucy ! " (addressing the ser- 
vant, and speaking in that tone of familiarity 
which ladies of the ballet adopt alike to 
inferior and superior) ; " who'd have thought 
of your coming from Woodhurst — ^Wood- 
hurst, near Cinderville, you mean, just ten 
miles from Windlestraw ? " 

" Yes, miss ; I was bom there." 

"So was 1 1" 

The smart servant started — ^the girl was 
new to her place, and the free and easy 
manners of the Chickabiddy Theatre were 
at times of a startling character. 

Woodhurst was a small place, and Lucy 
Braid believed she knew all its inhabitants. 
She looked curiously at the gracefcd little 
creature playing with the dog, and started 
again. 
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. Totty, watching her from the comer of 
her eye, was highly amused. 

There was evidently no recognition in 
the servant's glance, yet a dazed, doubt- 
fill look, as one who struggles with a 
memory. 

^^ Your father was old Braid, the black- 
smitii-lame Braid-old Hopperty-Eck as 
we used to call him ? " 

We ! The servant's face would have fur- 
nished an artist with a capital study for the 
figure of Astonishment as her mistress 
uttered this word. 

She stared, as the saying is, with all her 
eyes, but there was no recognition. 

That extraordinary fabric of golden hair, 
that marvellous creation of the artist, to- 
gether with creamy tints and roseate blushes, 
which Nature's " cunning hand " had not 
laid on, were still too much for the " young 
person from the country " who, it must be 
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premised, had only just entered upon her 
place. 

" Well, this is a queer start, if ever there 
was one ! " and the Pocket Yenus, throwing 
herself back on the sofa, laughed uproar- 
iously. " To think of old Braid's daughter 
turning up in my house ! How often I've 
snow-balled him as he's been working away 
at his forge ; and how often I've snow-balled 

The servant's face flushed crimson, then 
grew very pale. 

Her mistress went on, gleefully, "You 
remember the dame's school at Parson's 
Green, and how you and I went nutting in 
Hartfield Wood, with Tom Price, the ^ 
miller's son ? By jingo ! but they were 
larks!" 

The girl gave a cry, letting fall from the 
tray she carried the remainder of the sponge- 
cake, which Fluffy (the dog) immediately 
appropriated. 
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" Gracious goodness ! — oh, gracious good- 
ness me ! — it's Nance Murdoch ! " 

Though the recognition was expected — 
challenged, in fact — the utterance of the 
last name seemed to strike a painfiil chord 
in the little actress's heart. Her mirth 
vanished just as quickly as it came. She 
gave a sigh, and nodded. 

"Yes; Pm Nancy Murdoch," she said. 
^^ And I don't wonder that you didn't know 
me as I am now. Why, I didn't know you 
when I saw you at the registry-office. We 
are both changed since ' we used to go black- 
berrying in Farmer Blagrove's fields." 

" Yes, ma'am." 

There was something in the servant's curt 
answer that made her mistress pause for a 
moment — for a moment only — for the spoilt, 
light-hearted little creature went on while 
Lucy continued to remove the things from 
the table. 
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'^ It was such fan I And how I used to 
catch it from mother, coming home with all 
my school-books left in a ditch, and as black 
about the hands and mouth as a Christy 
minstrel ! I am so glad to see you, Lucy ; 
I'll double your wages ! " 

Lucy could not have heard this last an- 
nouncement. At least, she made no allusion 
to it, but stood, her eyes fixed upon the 
floor, fidgetting with the strings of her 
apron. 

" Tour mother, ma'am ! Excuse me, but 
have you seen her lately ? " 

There was a pause. The little actress 
looked angrily at her servant, the servant 
looked persistently on the ground, while the 
dog licked up the fine crumbs of the sponge- 
cake, which, the better to escape observa- 
tion, he had privately conveyed under the 

S0&. 

" No." 
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Another pause, broken only by Totty 
with an effort. 

" Do you know where she is now ? ^' 

" Yes, ma'am ; at Doctor Bahn's, Windle* 
straw House." 

The servant, who had lifted the tray from 
the table, and was moving towards the door, 
stopped, and again faced round towards her 
mistress. 

^^ If you please, ma'am, I should wish to 
leave — to leave at once." 

" What ? " 

" Yes, ma'am — miss," she hesitated. " I 
am a poor girl, and it is not a question of 
wages." 

Totty Fay was thunderstruck. She felt 
the blow acutely, and coloured through her 
rouge. 

*^You see, ma'am — miss," the servant 
went on, ^^we are both known at Wood- 
hurst, and I am engaged to Thomas Price,. 
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as you mentioned just now ; and if it came 
that lie should know " — ^here the girl's voice 
failed her, for she saw the intense pain she 
was inflicting, and broke down. " Oh, in- 
deed, indeed, ma'am— miss, it's not a ques- 
tion of wages ! " 

And, with a burst of genuine tears, Lucy 
Braid hurried from the room. 

At the same moment a gentleman dis- 
mounted from his horse at the door, was 
admitted, and rapidly ascended the stairs, to 
find Totty Fay, her face hidden in her hands, 
a,nd sobbing violently. 

"What the devil's the matter?" ex- 
claimed Sir Philip, in his usual refined 
manner. "You are misusing the water- 
rates here with a vengeance! That new 
girl of yours opens the door to me with 
^yes red as tomatoes; and here you are, 
doing the part of the distressed heroine, in- 
jured innocence, or some trash of that 
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kind ! Has the girl been slanging yon, or 
have you been slanging the girl ? What's 
up?'' 

He threw himself into a chair as he spoke, 
and without ceremony took a cigar from his 
case, and commenced smoking. 

"Put out that cigar," said the girl, 
stamping her little foot with angry im* 
patience; "do you hear?" 

He did hear, and laughed. 

" Decidedly something's the matter. Tot* 
Has Bessie Tulip " (a rival songstress at the 
Chickabiddy) " made a hit in a new song, 
or have you missed your tip in an old one ? 
What's gone wrong ? " 

" I have ! — ^but you shall pay me the re- 
spect that's due to a lady ! " — and with a 
movement as quick as a kitten's, Totty 
darted from the sofa, snatched the cigar 
from between his lips, and hurled it out of 
the open window, to the great delight of the 
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parrot, who screamed and danced on its 
perch as at a capital joke. 

" What the dence do you mean by that ? " 
isaid Sir Philip, rising angrily, his dark, 
handsome face growing darker, and his 
brows fiercely contracting. ^^I'll thank 
you, when you're inclined to show your 
tantrums, to vent your temper upon some- 
one or something in my absence. That was 
the last cigar in my case, confound you ! " 
. "You sha'n't smoke here without first 
asking my permission. When you per- 
suaded me to come away fi-om Woodhurst, 
you said it was to make me a lady." 

" And haven't I kept my word ? " asked 
the Baronet, with a grin. "Who could 
know the manners and customs of polite 
society better than you do ? Only give a 
fellow warning another time, and I'll stock 
my cigar-case beforehand. What was that 
girl blubbering about ? I don't think I've 
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seen her here before. Where did you get 
her from ? " 

" From the registry oflBice." 

^^ She has a pretty face, though something 
of the yokel in it, — a mixture of roses and 
cream, broad beans and fat bacon. Where 
did she come from ? " 

" From the same place that I did — ^Wood- 
hurst." 

" The devil she did ! — ^but that's awkward. 
Does she know you ? " 

"We were schoolfellows together. She 
did not know me at first, nor did I know 
her. The recognition took place only five 
minutes ago." 

" Ah ! I see ! — quite a little rural drama ; 
fioods of tears on both sides ; mistress and 
maid equal for the time being, clasped in 
each other's arms with outbursts of affection, 
which, as maid exits, she hopes will be re* 
membered in her next quarterly pajrment." 
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'^ She came but two days ago, and will 
leave directly." 

"What for?" 

Again the young girl's eyes filled with 
tears as she raised them to the cold cynical 
face of the man. 

" Can you ask ? Lucy, knew me when we 
were both little toddling children — " 

" Ah, yes ! I know," sneered the Baronet. ^ % 
" Eode the same donkey on the same com- 
mon, and took alternate bites out of the 
same slice of bread and butter — ^Act First in 
the village drama. Now, I suppose, pre- 
suming upon her early Mend's change in 
circumstances, she wants more butter to her 
bread, and a donkey all to herself." 

" She wants no money at all — she wants 
to go away. Philip," she said, laying her 
hand upon his arm, " have you forgotten all 
the promises you made to me at Wood- 
hurst ? " 
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" Promises ! I suppose, when a fellow is 
over head and ears in love, he makes all 
kinds of promises that are qnite beyond 
human power to fulfil. Now, I didn't pro- 
mise you this, but I've brought it. Isn't it 
pretty ? " 

He took from his pocket a small velvet 
ease, opened it, and flashed a ring before 
her eyes. 

^^ Diamonds and rubies! It is the ring 
you admired so much at Hancock's the 
other day. It came to a tidy figure, but 
knowing my Totty liked it, I brought it 
on." 

The girl took the case, looked at its con- 
tents for a minute, then quietly put it down 
on the table. 

" You promised to marry me, Philip I " 

The Baronet with difficulty repressed a 
whistle. There was a gravity in her manner 
that puzzled him. 

VOL. in. 
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'^ Had you not done so, do you think I 
would have gone with you? I have your 
written promises to that eflfect ! " — and, 
with an involuntary movement, she laid her 
hand upon a small table desk of rosewood 
and buhl work which was close beside her. 
The movement was not lost upon the Ba- 
ronet* 

" Are the letters there ? " he thought. 
** By Jove they are I for I never caught 
that desk unlocked." 

<< My darling little Totty," he said aloud, 
and with a laugh, ** at lovers' vows Jove 
laughs I " 

" I don't care what Jove does I He may 
laugh or he may cry for aught I care ; but 
this I know, I will be no longer played 
with by you, Philip Wentworth. Is it not 
sufficient that, for your sake, I lost a 
mother's love, but that you should make 

me an object for your jeers and laughter ? '' 
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" My dear Totty ! " 

**But you %haU redeem your promise, 
or— '» 

"Or what?" 

" Or I will expose you 1 " — and the little 
fist desoended with such a thwack upon the 
desk, that the parrot nearly fell from its 
perch with a nervous scream ; while Fluffy, 
the poodle, who had been foraging about 
the room, immediately disappeared under 
the sofa. 

" What ! " laughed Sir Philip ; " a breach 
of promise, Totty? You don't mean that 
you would put the legal skewer through 
two fond hearts, and serve them up to be 
torn into pieces by a lot of vulture-beaked 
barristers? To what judge do you in- 
tend to submit those interesting docu- 
ments ? '' 

" To Lady Caroline Somers ! " — and 

c2 
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I 

now the tiny fist beat a smart tattoo on the 
pretty snrface of the desk, still farther con- 
vincing the watchful Baronet that the letters 
were there. 

Lady Caroline Somers ! 

He grew very pale, as he saw at 
once the menaced danger. It was a 
deliberate threat, and the firm set mouthy 
with the slightly projecting chin, showed 
that there was a resolve to fulfil it. 

" Some malicious fool has been filling 
yonr ears with a lot of twaddle. I can't 
understand what you mean ? " 

" Possibly not ! Her ladyship may have 
a quicker perception. My mother loves me 
still — God bless her ! Yes, I know that; 
though she was always so stem and hard. 
Ah, had she been less stem and hard, I 
never should have been here — ^never, never, 
never ! " And with all the reckless abandon 
of her character and caste, she threw 
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her arms across the desk, and, letting her 
head fall upon them, sobbed aloud. 

The man who was standing erect before 
her was biting his moustache savagely. 
He endeavoured, however, to repress any 
farther show of passion, and while he 
placed his hand upon the fair head of 
the young girl, his thought was concen- 
trated upon the possible contents of the 
desk. 

" To what lawyer do you intend to con- 
fide those precious deposits ? " 

"To no lawyer. Tou have never met 
my mother; but you know her character 
from her behaviour to me — from the threats 
she launched at you. If you and I 
fail to come to a proper understanding, 
Philip, I send those letters first to Windle- 
straw House, and then to Lady Caroline 
Somers.^' 

''Ho where ?^^ 
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It is impossible to convey, in writings 
the horrible alarm of the Baronet, con- 
tained in this one exclamation, as the 
words '* Windlestraw House'' fell upon his 
ear. 

"What has your mother to do with 
Windlestraw House ? " 

"You know it, then?" and Totty 
opened her eyes with some surprise. 

" No ; but Mends of mine do. A hydro- 
pathic establishment, is it not ? " 

" Yes ; my mother is matron there," said 
Totty. 

Sir Philip turned to the window to hide 
an emotion it was impossible for him other- 
wise to conceal. 

He had never even dreamed of a danger 
like this, and, for the moment, he was un* 
prepared to meet it. 

With the words "Windlestraw House" 
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came also the memory of Gertrude Went- 
worth. 

No wonder that his thoughts were again 
concentrated upon the contents of the buhl 
desk. 



OHAPTEE XXXI. 

THE FIGURE AT THE GATE. 

Barely have three more peculiar and ill- 
assorted persons come together than the 
three now assembled before a blazing fire 
in the housekeeper's room of Wentworth 
Abbey. 

The turret clock, ever labouring under a 
sort of chronic cold in the head, has wheez- 
ingly proclaimed the hour to be eleven, 
one hour short of midnight. The weather 
outside is frightful, the rain is coming down 
in torrents, the wind ^^is raving in turret 
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and tree/' and everything is making itself 
as thoroughly disagreeable as possible. 

The comfortable blaze of the house- 
keeper's fire irradiates three countenances : 
that of old Mrs. Bleek^ the housekeeper, 
herself; that of Benjamin DarknoU, once 
lodge-keeper, and now steward, of the 
Wentworth estates ; and last, though by no 
means least in his own opinion, upon the 
sharp features of Mr. Everard Corbett's 
clerk, Tom Brompton. 

Poor Mrs. Bleek I 

Outwardly, five years had made but little 
•change in that excellent, though somewhat 
depressing, woman ; she had become a little 
more shadowy perhaps, a little more "mum- 
mified," but that was all. Time — ^the re- 
morseless thief who never gives but to steal 
Away— had, however, had his revenges even 
upon this poor creature. An intellect, 
never of the brightest, had more and more 



26 Who Will' Save Her? 

succumbed to the cold pressure of the 
tyrant's finger, and, retained by Sir Philip 
as some blind, worthless, worn-out hound 
wotdd have been retained upon the ^^ esta- 
blishment," from sheer shame of turning it 
away, she flickered about the old house, to 
which she clung like the damp upon ita 
walls. 

The old house! 

There^ indeed, the five hurrying, or loiter* 
ing years had made a vast change. It had 
become a deserted house. Sir Philip, who, 
on the death of his father, had thrown him- 
self headlong into the pleasures of London 
and Parisian life, had taken an unaccount- 
able dislike to the place, and, but for Ben- 
jamin DarknoU, the whilome keeper of the 
lodge, would have pulled it down, sold 
every timber, and carted away every brick, 
to build some pleasanter abiding place else- 
whiere. 
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But, like Mrs. Bleek, the old man held 
to the " house." To him that mouldering^ 
brickwork and crumbling stone represented 
the '' family." 

The master, always away, and shuddering^ 
at the very mention of the " dreary plaoe,'^ 
as he called it, and the sinister memories it 
conjured up, it is not surprising it should 
fall more and more into decay: 

A very common-place scoundrel, after all^ 
was Philip Wentworth. You may meet 
hundreds like him any day in the parks. 
Successful, and, therefore, courted knaves ; 
gentlemen (ah ! that misused term !) got up 
by Truefltt, and turned out by Poole ; with 
heads as empty as egg-shells, and hearts- 
like Dead Sea apples. A spendthrift on 
himself — a sybarite, who, to stuff his own 
couch with rose-leaves, would give to others> 
a pillow of thorns ; he had ruthlessly cut 
down all expenses at the Abbey, and to 
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this, strangely enough, he had been urged 
hj Benjamin Darknoll. 

"My end is gained ! " the old man would 
chuckle to himself. " My daughter's wrong 
has been righted as fax as so foul a wrong 
can ever be righted, and my blood — mine I 
— will inherit for generations the honours 
of these ^ proud Wentworths,' Philip must 
make a great marriage — a grand marriage — 
a marriage that the world will speak of; 
and his name be written down in every 
print, and echoed from mouth to mouth ! 
It was a game worth the playing, and I 
have gained it — for him ! '' 

And so the new steward shut up the 
Abbey, Uving there himself with the aged 
iouse-keeper, and a domestic or two, mind- 
ful only of Sir Philip's interests, grinding, 
scraping, and watchful, till the tenants 
•cursed the absentee landlord, and th^ 
^^ miser " who had taken his place. 
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As lie bends over the fire, listening to the 
smart talk of Tom Brompton, with a sneer 
he scarcely takes the pains to conceal, he 
has a very venerable appearance— the hair 
snowy white, the face deep lined, the eye- 
brows full and drooping. The eyes, how- 
ever, have all the fire of youth, and they 
glitter with a penetrating keenness, as they 
glance from the lad to the shadowy old 
woman, who sits like some ghost in her an* 
tique chair — dim and chilly even in the 
ruddy glow of the piled-up hearth. 

" A dull place this for a sharp, active 
young fellow like you, Mr. Thomas, to come 
and spend your holidays. You are not 
afraid of ghosts, it seems ; for, according to 
your grandmother, we have plenty of them 
here ! " 

Tom laughed. 

"Bless you, Mr. DarknoU, I am more 
afraid of rheumatics ! A damp sheet 
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wrapped round one's body is worse than 
sUl the raw heads and bloody bones in the 
world." 

^^ Bhenmatics is bad," assented the old 
lionse-keeper, more to herself than as ad- 
^essing any one. " IVe had them for 
years, and folks get used to 'em." 

She had a way of catching up only por- 
tions of sentences, and generally confiising 
the meaning of the fragment she seized 
upon. 

" But," continued Tom, " if I did believe 
in the parties in question, I should ^fancy 
they would crop up here pretty plentiful. 
The h' Abbey" (I'm afraid Tom put the 
^^ h " to it) '^ isn't quite the place to raise 
4Uiy spirits but the dead 'tms; though if 
I was in your place, and came across any 
such tenants without leave, I'd soon serve 
them with a writ of ejectment." 

-^ Ah ! " grinned the old man ; '^ that's 
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easier said than done. Phantoms of the 
past cling about ancient places such as 
these, and when they do appear, it's hard 
to lay them. How would you manage, may 
I ask?" 

^^ By clearing the house from top to hot- 
tom, opening all the windows, brushing 
away all the cobwebs, and letting in light 
and air. Depend upon it, there's nothing 
like a good wholesome current of fresh air, 
and a busy housemaid's broom, to chase 
away hobgobblins," 

" We've sent away all the housemaids," 
piped poor Mrs. Bleek ; ^^ and the male ser- 
vants, too. Things isn't as they was, you 
know, Thomas; and as to light and air, 
we've had none of them since the great 
house changed owners." ^ 

" Changed owners I what do you mean ? " 
— and DarknoU's eyes gleamed at her 
savagely, though his voice was, as ever 
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carefally modulated. " The Wentworth 
estates are, as they ever must be, in the 
Wentworth family," 

"Yes, yes; but what's the good, Mr. 
Benjamin, of snapping one up so? You 
know what I mean — ^that is, what I think I 
mean— for, upon reflection, Vm not so right 
about it." 

" Eight about what, Granny ? " put in. 
Tom, while the steward furtively scowled at 
them both. 

" Oh ! " — and the poor soul proceeded ta 
wander off in another direction — "it can't 
be right, you know, for the ' family ' never 
to visit the Abbey, but to leave so beautiful 
a place for years to old Benjamin there and 
me, who are but shadows ourselves, you 
know; and oh," — here her mind took 
another turn, — " what numbers of shadows 
I see when I take my rounds I They crowd 
every room, and I meet them even on the 
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great staircase, going up or coming down. 
They all belong to the place — ^like me, they 
are a part of it, and can't quit it no more 
than I can.' ' 

Tom couldn't repress a slight shiver as 
his grandmother cackled out a laugh, which 
she followed up by many melancholy shakes 
of her already too shaking head. He felt 
that the conversation was getting a little 
too depressing even for him, and so made a 
dash to change it. 

"Your Sir Philip," he said, addressing 
Darknoll, whose ever watchful eyes were 
fixed on the old woman, whose speech at all 
times, when she caught his gaze, grew even 
more indistinct than herself,'' — "your Sir 
Philip keeps it up in fine style down our 
way ! " (With Tom, " down our way " 
meant London). " Just before I came 
away I saw his last new turn-out in the 
Parks." 

VOL. m. D 
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Benjamin Darknoll's face had changed its 
expression, as if by magic. 

His eyes sparkled with a sort of joyfiil 
expectation. 

"What was it like — eh ? Something 
that a nobleman would be proud of — ^that 
a nobleman would have, no doubt ? " 

" I believe you, gaffer I — slap up ! The 
true thing, and no mistake 1 " 

" Ak 1 " murmured the steward, drawing 
a breath of satisfaction ; " blood will out ! " 

" A four-in-hand drag," continued Tom, 
warming with his theme, — " the com-plete 
thing ! Not a detail wanting,* from the 
mounting of the harness — all silver — ^to the 
guard's horn 1 You never saw such a crowd 
in Piccadilly as when Sir Philip drove from 
theCellarl" 

*< The where ? " 

"The * White 'Orse Cellar,' and tooled 
them into the Parks ! " 
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" And they admired him ? " 

" Well, there oould be but one opinion 
as to the turn-out 1 " said Tom, with an 
evident reservation in the tone of his voice. 
"They were all swells, inside and out-^ 
swells, and t'other sort ! '' 

" T'other sort ? " 

" There was Colonel Snorter, who there 
was all that row about in the Divorce Court ; 
Loyd Bardolph, who, by rights " (for Tom 
had the true Britisher's respect for a lord), 
" I ought to have mentioned first ; little 
Tommy Bombshell, of the Guards — a 
screamer he is; and Clubber Spades, the 
sporting barrister, who gets more by betting 
than by briefs." 

" All gentlemen ! " 

And Darknoll rubbed his hands. 

" Tip-top I And as for the ladie% I there 
was shig-nongs " (Tom's French was 
peculiar) "of all colours, outside and 

2)2 
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inside, with Kttle Totty Fay on the 

box ! '' 

" Totty Fane ! Who is she ? " 

Tom laughed, and, without taking heed 

of his grandmother's mistake in the name, 

gleefully snapped his fingers. 

"She's perfection — that's what she is! 

Such a singer ! You should hear her give 

* Now, don't You Wink at Me, Joe ? ' and 

* Tea and Shrimps on Sunday ! ' Oh ! " — 
and Tom smacked his lips with delight — 
" no wonder Sir P. is so taken with her ! 
If I was a king, I'd make that girl my 
h'empress ! " 

The old man's brows slightly contracted. 

" Youth will have the feelings of youth ! '* 
he murmured ; " and Philip had ever a kind 
heart." 

" Fane ! Fane ! " broke in Mrs. Bleek, 
who had been rocking herself backwards 
and forwards in her chair. " Is the young 
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lady any relation to the Fanes of Lincoln- 
shire ? They were a proud lot, and used to 
visit here in the old time. She can't be a 
Bruce Fane. No; nor any connection of 
Lady Eleanor's, nor — " 

^' No ; she doesn't belong to Lincolnshire 
at all ! " said Tom, scarcely able to keep 
his countenance as his grandmother con- 
tinued to tick off several names on her 
skinny fingers. 

" Then," said the old woman, triumph- 
antly, " she is a Buckingham Fane, and they 
were the proudest of all ! " 

And with this consolation she subsided 
back into her roomy chair, and chuckled 
exceedingly over the amazing powers of 
memory she had evinced. 

" I hear Sir Philip's going to be married 
— 'bout the same time, I suppose, as my 
master, Mr. Corbett." 

Benjamin Darknoll started. 
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" What ! Is Mr. Everard Corbett going 
to be married ? You surprise me ! News 
travels but slowly down here. Is she — ^is 
she rich ? " 

" Will be ! " and Tom nodded confiden- 
tiaDy. " Not quite half a million sterling, 
but enough to furnish a bundle of aspara- 
gus or an early pea to a lamb chop, you 
know/' 

" And Sir Philip's wife, the wife that is 
to be — Lady Caroline Somers — have you 
seen her ? '* 

"To be sure I have. I frequent the 
^ Eow * after business is over, and often be- 
fore that, when business is slack. She's 
an Upright Grand, she is — up to any 
tune, I should think, but ^Home, sweet 
home ! " 

"Handsome, of course?" said the old 
man. 

Here Tom paused. 
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"Well, beauty, as the oyster said to the 
shrimp, is a matter of taste. Some people 
like the feeturs elongated, and some like 
them flat. Her ladyship has a nose like 
the beak of a parrot, mollified " (modified, 
he meant), ^^ and a lip that curls up at the 
world as fine and as crisp as a sprig of 
endive. She's a ^ fashionable,' and ^no mis- 
take!" 

" What's that ? " cried out the old woman, 
suddenly starting from a doze, and raising 
her head with a gesture of great alarm. 
" What's that ? " 

" What's what? " demanded Tom, some- 
what sharply, for he was beginning to have 
more than a misgiving as to the state of 
what he called his grandmother's "upper 
storey." 

" I heard the bell of the great gate ring ; 
I heard it, for my hearing is good, though 
for my eyesight I can't say much ; folks' 
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eyes fail 'em at my age. It's wearying cry- 
ing over the past, and — " She stopped, 
and again held up her hand, "There! — I 
heard it again, and the hoot of the owls, 
too. I hear many things that others don't, 
old as I am." 

There was a silence of some minutes, 
during which Darknoll, startled by a some- 
thing in the housekeeper's manner, listened 
attentively to catch any other sounds, if 
other sounds there were, than the blare and 
tumult of the storm. 

" She's right," said the steward, with a 
queer, puzzled look, which was not far 
removed from alarm ; " that was the bell 
of the great gate which rung just then ; 
and there ! there ! do you hear it ? " turn- 
ing to Tom, who stood with his head bent 
forward and his hand to his ear, a statue 
of eager (he scarce could tell why) atten- 
tion. 
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Yes ; Tom had heard it— he heard it now 
distiDctly. 

" It's a strange hour for visitors ! " said 
Darknoll. 

" Very," assented Tom. 

" No one from the village would dare to 
<jome to the great entrance. Who can it 
be?" 

Though the question was asked at ran- 
dopa, Tom took upon himself to reply that 
he thought that, under the circumstances, it 
might be as well to go dawn to the gate and 
see. 

" A nice cold I shall catch ! " grumbled 
the old man, as if more than half inclined 
to resume his seat and let the visitor ring 
on. ^^ Listen to the dash of the rain and 
the scream of the wind ! Besides I can't 
hold the lantern and turn back the lock 
alone ; I'm not so strong as I was." 

" No, no," put in Mrs. Bleek, whose 
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mind had wandered off again. *' We none 
of US are as strong as we were. I've carried 
Miss Gertrude and Master Philip on my 
back often and often, and now I can't stoop 
to pick up a pin a'most, but some cruel pain 
shoots through me somewhere. Ah, deary I 
deary me! how things do change, to be 
sujOe" And once more she commenced 
ticking off some piece of Wentworth chro- 
nology on her fingers, muttering words^ 
with this peculiarity — they had no rele- 
yancy to anything she had been saying be- 
fore. 

*^ There's the bell again," said Tom to 
DarknoU. " Somebody must answer it. It 
wouldn't do to leave a dog out such a night 
as this." 

"Why not?" snarled the steward, his 
sweetness of tone having for once altogether 
deserted him. " If dogs select such weather^ 
let tb^m take their chance." 
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" But dogs don't ring beUs," urged Tom, 
as another peal made itself more distinctly 
audible. ^^ Come, look here, gaffer I If 
you'll carry the lantern, as you know, the 
road, I'll keep you company, and turn the 
bolt. You may depend it's business of im- 
portance to bring people out of their homes 
through such weather as this. It may be a 
telegram, you know — some news, bad or 
good, from town. Something concerning 
Sir Philip, perhaps." 

"What? I never thought of that. 
You're a brave lad, and — and — ^a useful. 
Gome this way; there are overcoats and 
wrappers in the hall. Stay ; I'll fetch the 
lantern." 

His apathy, his selfishness, had altogether 
disappeared, and he hobbled off, to return 
with a lantern, the candle of which he 
lighted at the fire. 

The housekeeper continued to chuckle, 
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and sigh, and confuse her dates, seemingly 
obKvious of what was passing, as Tom 
hurried out after the steward, and flinging 
on a covering of some kind, found himself 
<>utside of the principal door, facing a rush 
of rain and wind, that chilled him to the 
marrow. 

In front, and calling to him impatiently to 
<5ome on, was Benjamin Darknoll. 

It was then Tom perceived that that ec- 
centric personage was abeady half-way down 
the broad carriage drive, carrying the Ian- 
tern, but without his hat ! " 

" Well," muttered Tom, " if I ever came 
ramong such a set of lu-natics before, may I 
be the last of the Bromptons ! Here, only 
a minute ago, this very genial old cove was 
refusing to leave the fire acos' of the rheu- 
matics, and now he's a-pelting away with- 
out his hat ! " 

And so it was. The steward, forgetful of 
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everything but tiie possibiKty of bad new 
about Philip, had plunged out into the 
night, and was making rapid headway to- 
wards the gate as Tom came up with 
him. 

" Here, I say, take my wrapper ! " and 
good-natured Tom flung it over the old 
man^s shoulders. " You're not as young as 
you were a hundred years ago. Pull the 
end of it over your nut, and you'll be 
covered in like a pennywinkle. Shall I take 
the keys ? " 

" Yes ; the large one — the rusty one " — 
and the steward held up the lantern to the 
one. *^ It hasn't been used for years. How 
dark the night is ! " 

" You may well say that," said Tom, 
having selected the key. " That's about 
the third clump of laurels I've stumbled 
into IQ about as many moments. Still, they 
might have been prickly hollies, which 
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would have been a jolly sight worse; so 
keep your pecker up, and never say die, 
which is, or ought to be, the Brompton 
fam'ly motter. Hilloh I here's the gate I " 
he cried, as he ran smartly against it. 
^^ Thank you for nothing, old gentleman, 
but a little more attention with that lantern 
would be acceptable. I have not much 
nose to speak of, but I wish to preserve 
what I have." 

Taking no heed of Tom, who was busy 
feeling what he called the ^^ handle to his 
mug," Benjamin . Darknoll, moving to and 
fro with the upraised lantern, peered through 
the bars of the gate. 

As yet, he saw nothing, for the rush of 
rain was great, and the darkness thick. 

" Who's there ? Anyone there ? " 

No answer. 

"Any one moving outside?" shouted 
Tom, 
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No answer. 

^^ Queer time this for a runaway knock I " 
grinned the irrepressible. ^^ Hold hard with 
that lantern of yours for a moment, gaffer I 
I've already lost half my valuable nose, and 
my teeth will go next. Stand where you 
are, gaffer, while I strike the jigger ! " and 
Tom applied the great key to the lock. 

It was a work of difficulty, but he turned 
it, and with another shout, to which the old 
man joined his feebler tones, he, using his 
utmost force, pulled back one of the great 
gates a little. 

It had not reyolved upon its corroded 
hinges more than sufficient to give spaqe for 
the passage of a human being, than a dark 
figure, shrouded in a large cloak, glided 
swiftly through. 

The figure of a woman ! 

Both Tom and the steward recoiled before 
this unexpected apparition. 
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The figure entered quickly, moved on- 
wards a few paces, then paused, confronted 
by the steward. 

" Any more of you ? " bawled Tom, peer- 
ing out. " No ! Well, this is a queer 
caper ! '' and he closed the gate. 

" "Who are you ? What's your business 
here, woman? What do you want?" de- 
manded Darknoll, almost savagely, of the 
rain-soaked and solitary figure that stood 
before him. 

For some moments no sounds were heard 
but the clamour of the storm and the creak- 
ing of the key as Tom relocked the 
gate. 

" Who are you ? " and the old man raised 
his lantern to the veiled face, repeating the 
question, " What do you want ? " 

" Home ! I have come home, Mr. Dark- 
noU ! " 

The veU was raised as the words were^ 
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distinctly but quietly uttered, and the light 
of the lantern fell fiill upon the speaker's 
£a.ce. 

Simple words enough, but the effect they 
produced upon the old man was the effect of 
a thunderbolt. He threw up his arms with 
a cry of terror, while from his nerveless 
fingers the lantern dropped, to extinguish 
itself at his feet. 

" I am going mad I " he said — " mad — 
mad! My brain is all in a whirl! It is 
not possible ! It can't be possible ! " 

Then, with another low, vague cry of 
terror, he stumbled forward, and striking 
his foot against the lantern he had dropped, 
came face downwards heavily on the ground. 

Tom, who had seen nothing of all this, 
came hurrying up, just managing dimly to 
see the outstretched form of the steward as 
it lay on the ground before him. 

"Hilloh! What's up? — or, rather, 
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who's down ? Oh, it's you, gaffer, tumbled 
over your own lantern, I s'pose ! But 
Where's t'other party?" and he peered 
around. " Vanished ! WeU," and he gave 
a prolonged whistle, " here's another queer 
caper! I'm not what's generally called 
nervous, but I've had about enough of this 
place, and if I don't pack up my walise and 
start for town to-morrow, my name's not 
Tom Brompton ! " 

He raised the steward, who had had only 
a momentary fit of some kind, to his feet ; 
and as he half supported him, picked up the 
lantern. 

"Lean on me, gaffer. Don't be afraid. 
I'm hot much as regards size, but I'm as 
full of sinew and as tough as a fowl at a 
luncheon-bar. Hold on while I find my 
match-box. Here it is. Hurrah ! " and he 
relighted, though not without much difficulty, 
the lantern. " Now let us forge ahead, look 
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around, and inquire for some further par- 
ticulars about that figure at the gate." 

Meanwhile, the mysterious visitor had 
not paused for a moment, but as one know- 
ing the way, had passed rapidly on, and 
entered the house. 
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CHAPTEE XXXII- 

IS SHE MAD? 

When Tom, with DarknoU, still dazed from 
his fall, re-entered the housekeeper's room, 
both uttered a cry of surprise. 

For there, in front of the fire, was seated 
a woman-^the stranger they had just ad- 
mitted. 

She had removed her hat and shawl, both 
soaked with water, and thrown them care- 
lessly aside, had drawn a chair in the very 
front of the fire, and was drying her feet at 
the blaze. 
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Very young, but with a fece bo worn as 
to render any guess at her exact age un- 
certain, the stranger sat, with perfect self- 
composure, warming her thin, small hands. 
Her long hair had come undone, and, all 
dripping with water as it was, hung in 
heavy, dank masses about the head and upon 
the shoulders. 

Was she handsome ? It would be diflS.- 
cult, at once, to pronounce. The features 
were regular and delicately cut, but, as we 
before said, dreadfully worn. Not that 
there was anything like physical pain, or 
even mental suffering, in their expression; 
on the contrary, a look of intense placidity 
— a lopk of almost stony quietude and re- 
signation — pervaded the whole. A statue 
of marble— moving, breathing, speaking, 
but still a marble statue. 

Stranger still yet ! 

Mrs. Bleek, whose old bones she would 
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say creaked when she moyed them from her 
cushioned chair, was down on her knees re- 
moving the sponge-like boots from the 
visitor's feet — an attention which the other 
received with a sort of apathetic nonchalance^ 
as one accustomed to be so waited upon. 

She was neither poorly nor richly clad. 
A dress, plain in colour and comfortable in 
texture, — that was all. 

Ornaments of any kind she had none. 

The stranger never turned even to look at 
the two men as they entered, but muttered 
to herself, as she stared down at Mrs. Bleek, 
still busy with her boots, " It's a wild night 
to make a long journey in; and I have 
come many, many, many miles ! " 

" It is the voice," said Mrs. Bleek, look- 
ing up, and also speaking to herself, ^^but 
not the face ! . Ah, me ! how dim my poor 
eyes are! It's not the face! Changed — 
changed ! " 
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" What's the meaning of all this, gaffer ? '^ 
whispered Tom. 

" Meaning ? " — and the old man turned 
his bead- like eyes upon the lad's curious and 
astonished &ce. ^^ That some poor creature 
has escaped from a lunatic asylum, that's 
all ; slnd your grandmother seems to me the 
maddest of the two." 

^^ I'm afraid the old lady as got a crack/' 
and Tom touched his forehead. Then he 
added to himself, " To-morrow morning, first 
train, seven a.m., Mr. Brompton's luggage 
will be at the station. When I came down 
to Wentworth, I didn't bargain for Han- 
weU." 

" Stand up ! " said Darknoll, very sternly, 
crossing to the fire, and addressing the 
housekeeper, who, ever obedient to a word 
of command from him, rose to her feet, and 
drew back in much alarm, leaving the 
steward facing the woman at the fire. 
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He looked down into the colourless, im- 
passible face, which gazed up into his, show- 
ing no sign of recognition or fear. 

^^ What brings you abroad such a night 
as this, lass ? Where do you come from ? " 

" I don't know," was the low, half-whis- 
pered reply, as the stranger went on quietly 
wringing the rain-drops from her hair. 

" Where are you going to ? " 

" Nowhere. I have come home." 

'*It's the same voice, but not the same 
face ! " murmured the forlorn old woman in 
the background. 

The steward wheeled round, and regarded 
her with one of those looks peculiar to him- 
self — ^a look which nearly caused her to 
retire altogether into the fire. 

" Look after your grandmother," said the 
stewed, fiercely, to Tom, "or she'll find 
herself, before long, in some such a place as 
this poor creature has escaped from. Be 
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still, can't you, Mrs. B., with yoiir nonsense 
and tomfoolery, or you'll be shut up in a 
madhouse — ^that's what you'll be ! " 

It required no more to eflfectually shut up 
Mrs. Bleek. Utterly dominated by the 
steward, she subsided at once, and, though 
she never took her dim eyes off the stranger, 
went back to her chair and chronological 
studies, ticking off the dates on her fingers. 

"What's to be done with her?" whis- 
pered DarknoU, alluding to the mysterious 
visitor, and glancing furtively at Tom. 

" Can't turn her out such a night as this,'' 
said the latter, " that's positive. Give her 
house-room for the night, and make the 
proper inquiries in the morning." 

" Eight, lad, right. We must keep her 
till the morning, poor thing ! " 

The last two pitying words were dragged 
out' between his set teeth, and there was no 
music in the tone they were spoken in, nor 
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was there any kindness in the gleaming 
eyes riveted on the stranger. 

Suddenly the latter tnmed in her chair, 
and her eyes quietly met his. The gaze 
was calm and almost expressionless. 

^' Some one spoke of a madhouse just 
now. Ah, that's a dreary place to live 
in! ^There's no place like home,' as the 
song says. You're Benjamin DarknoU, I 
think?" 

The steward started, shivered, and glanced 
at Tom. 

" She knows me, it seems." 

^' Seems she does," said that philosopher, 
who, having made up his mind to what he 
considered to be the true state of the case, 
troubled his head no more about it. 

"P'raps she belongs to the neighbour- 
hood ? " 

" P'raps. But we've no asylums near 
here." 
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This was sotto voce. The girl or woman 
with the weary voice and dripping hair 
went on, ** They say I know nothing ; but 
I do. I am not quite so foolish as they all 
seem to think. That " — and she suddenly 
raised her hand, and pointed to the house- 
keeper — " that's Mrs. Bleek ! " 

The housekeeper looked up. 

*^Yes, it's me, dear. Glad to see you 
back again. Nothing like the old times, 
you know — nothing like the old times!" 
and again she went oflp, to Tom's infinite 
disgust, calculating upon her fingers the 
number of years those " old times " were 
off. 

" She must belong to the neighbourhood," 
said Tom. " She went into the house 
straight as an arrow, while I, though the 
park was nearly as wide as Kotten Eow, 
took every laurel. She's a lady, too," 
added Tom — *^ you can see that at a glance ; 
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and I reckon, having seen a pretty fair 
sprinkling of both sorts, I'm a judge of the 
article." 

"Yes, she's a lady," muttered the old 
man ; " and, as a lady, should be well cared 
for. AH she wants to-night is rest and nou- 
rishment. She shall have both. You want 
rest," he said, approaching the stranger, and 
placing hiB hand Ughtly upon her shoulder. 

She shuddered as though the touch were 
repugnant to her ; but turned, nevertheless, 
and looked at him with her tranquil eyes. 

" Yes ; I have come a long way." 

Darknoll crossed to where the house- 
keeper was seated. 

He shook her somewhat roughly by the 
shoulders; then looked her steadfastly in 
the face. 

There could be no mistake about the in- 
fluence he exercised over her. 

He bent down his head, and in one of 
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those carefully modulated tones he could so 
thoroughly command, he said, "You will 
find this poor creature a bed for the night" 

"Why not?" began the old woman — 
"why not, since — " She stopped, con- 
fused by the steward's snake-like eye. 
" Well, well — I knew things must all come 
right when you and I met in the church- 
yard long ago." 

" What room is there ready ? " he asked, 
impatiently. 

" Only Sir Hugh's," she said, apologeti- 
cally. " I am single-handed here, and as I 
air them by turns, why — " 

He stopped her abruptly. It was always 
necessary to stop Mrs. Bleek abruptly to 
keep her ideas in the right place. 

"That room will do. Take her, and 
place her there. I will myself prepare her 
a restoring drink." 

" Some mulled wine and a beat-up egg," 
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cried the old housekeeper, immediately 
brightening up, ^^ with just a little nutmeg." 
Then, lowering her voice and bringing her 
lips near to DarknolPs ear, she added, with 
a satisfied smirk, ^^ I know her tastes ; she 
was always fond of that." 

Benjamin Darknoll, keeping his hand 
upon her shoulder, swerved round and 
glanced at Tom. 

Much to his relief, that hero was con- 
cocting for himself a stiff glass of whisky 
and water from a caae of decanters that 
stood on the table. Tom needed keeping 
up, he thought, and he was keeping himself 
up accordingly. 

" The poor thing wants sleep," continued 
Darknoll — " rest. A lady, whoever she is, 
but cruelly used by the night. See if she 
wHl go with you. I will bring you the 
drink I spoke of; meanwhile, bed is the 
only place for her now. To-morrow we will 
find out where she came from." 
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kilUng her to keep her here, we 
Get a light, and see her well 
Nothing can be done till she hi 
A nice business, this," he mutte: 
self, again glancing at Tom ; ^^ a 
occurred just when this sharp y( 
is here ! What can have happene 
however, is all that is wanted. 
be on her track.^^ 

Without a word, the stranger, 
ence to the request of the stewj. 
once, and, inclining her head sliji 
leave-taking, drew her drenche(: 
around her, and, following the hci 
glided, ghost-like, out of the rooii 
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" Poor creature I " said Tom, drawing a 
chair to the fire, as the old man busied him- 
self about the drink. " And such a pretty 
creature, too ! She answered ^ Gertrude,' 
when I asked her name just now." 

The steward gave a jump, which nearly- 
upset decanters and glasses, and caused him 
to spiU half the contents of the jug he held 
in his hand over the table. 

" What's the matter ? '' said Tom, testily, 
and turning round. " A fellow must have 
nerves of iron to live here. It's one succes- 
sion of shocks, like an h' electrical machine." 

" I've scalded my hand with the boiling 
water, that's all," replied Darknoll. 

"Let me help you." And Tom was 
about to rise. 

" No, no ; stay where you are. I under- 
stand these things, and will make the drink 
myself. So she said her name was Ger- 
trude," he continued, keeping his back still 
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turned towards Tom. "Did she say any- 
thing else?'' 

" Not a word ; but sighed, and kept on 
looking into the fire. Beautiful eyes, ain't 
they?" 

f * I didn't remark them." 

" She's as mad as a March hare," said 
Tom. 

^^Any fool could see that," acquiesced 
the steward. 

" Gertrude ! " mused Tom. " It's a pretty 
name. I sha'n't forget it." 

It is lucky for Mr. Thomas Brompton's 
peace of mind that his back was still turned 
towards the old man by the table, or he 
would have seen such a savage contortion of 
countenance, such a menacing movement of 
the clenched bony fist in his direction, that 
for a moment the hunchbacked steward 
seemed to be converted into a sort of 
horrible goblin. 
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Tom, in blissM ignorance of all this, 
went on with his reflections. 

" She certainly knew the house — tliat is, 
her way into it ; and she knew your name 
and my grandmother's." 

^^ Bah ! Chance ; that's all. And as for 
the names, they were both mentioned before 
her. Will you drink any more, as I'm 
going to lock up the decanters ? " 

" No." 

"You know your way to your own 
room?-' 

*< Thank you." 

"And there's your chamber candlestick. 
Good night." 

So saying, the steward took up the warm 
drink he had been concocting in a silver 
mug, and abruptly left the room. 

^^ Well," said Tom, as he finished the re- 
mainder of his toddy, and stretched out his 
legs before the now rapidly decaying fire. 
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<^the next time I take an outing, it won't 
be in the direction of Wentworth Abbey. 
Belieye in ghosts? Well, I don't know; 
but if eyer there was one, it was sitting in 
that chair this night." 

And he pointed to the high-backed, an- 
tique chair, lately occupied by the stranger, 
and which itself looked yague and spectral 
in the flickering firelight. 
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CHAPTER XXXIIL 

THE PAXELXED BOOM. 

Nor a word did fhe strange Tisitor speak in 
answer to Mrs. Bleak's random inqniiies. 

She allowed the old honsekeeper to re- 
moye her wet garments, and replace tiiem 
with dry ones, to arrange her hair, and 
draw aronnd her still shiyenng form a great 
warm wrapper. 

But, this done, she obstinately refused to 
quit the great arm-chair at the bed's head, 
and drew back from the bed itself at first, 
with something like a terrified shudder. 
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" Best you there, then, my bird, if such 
be your wish, and I'll heap more warm 
things about you. Like me, I am afeard^ 
youVe been soared by some one, and so we 
lose trust in all." 

The faded old woman glanced about the 
room, as though expecting to hear stealthy 
footsteps moving behind the panelled walls, 
or to see watchful eyes gleaming at her 
fipom among the heavy folds of the curtained 
bed. Then she bent down till her lips 
nearly touched the girPs ear. 

" You're not a ghost, I'm sure. Not one 
of them shadders which come so often to me 
in my dreams ? Ah, me ! and none comes 
to me, sleeping or waking, so often as yours. 
You're Miss Gertrude, are you not ? " 

The expressionless eyes were turned 
upon her for a moment, and a sort of sad 
smile quivered on the lips, but no answer 
came. 
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" Deary, deary me I Old Benjamin is 
right, and I'm getting more and more 
foolish every day. My Miss Gertrude, 
that's lost and gone, lies, still and cold, 
imder the Abbey Church out yonder. And 
yet," — and again, after fearfully glancing 
about her, Mrs. Bleek whispered in the 
stranger's ear, — " I could tell you something 
which can't be all a dream, though old 
Benjamin says it is ; and, oh ! he's a bad 
man is Benjy^ — all the village says so— and 
a hard man when he's crossed. Despite his 
soft-spoken ways, he's like a tiger, and do 
go on so, that he shakes all my poor old 
brains into a muddle." 

A sharp knocking brought the house- 
keeper to her feet, and, " all of a tremble," 
she hurried to the door. 

It was Darknoll, with the restorative 
drink. 

"How is ste now?" 



The Panelled Room. 71 

^^ Quiet — quiet. She never speaks a 
word.'' 

"All the better. Follow her example. 
She want's rest ; let her have it. I'll come 
again in the morning. Good night ! " and 
turning upon his heel, the steward closed 
the door, locking them both in. 

This gaoler»like proceeding excited no 
astonishment on the part of Mrs. Bleek. 
She was long past being astonished by any- 
thing; but the stranger raised her head 
quickly as the key grated in the lock, but 
as quickly the head drooped upon the breast 
again. 

" Take some of this drink, my bird. It 
is warm, and good, and will cheer you up." 

Thus urged, the stranger again raised her 
head. 

"Take some yourself — drink first," she 
said. 

There was something so imperative in 
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the maimer, so quick and sharp, that the 
meek old lady immediately and almost un- 
consciously obeyed. 

^* That will do, thank you. Put it down. 
I will wait a few moments.'' 

She waited not only a few moments, but 
nearly an hour; and when she did rise from 
the chair, Mrs. Bleek was fiist asleep- 
sound as a church. 

The stranger paused in the centre of the 
room, raised both hands to her head, and 
pressed her forehead convulsively. 

" Mad ! mad ! mad ! " she said. *^ They 
all say it — all ! But memory sometimes 
comes to me — sometimes ! How did I get 
here? That I forget! I remember this 
room — vaguely — ^vaguely! Oh, why can't 
I think? For a moment all seems clear, 
and then darkness — darkness ! " 

She moved towards the bed, and glanced 
between the curtains. Glanced, and, as 
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before, drew back immediately, with the 
same frightened, awe-struck look. 

" This I remember," she said, after a 
pause, and with the same convulsive move- 
ment of the hands to the head. " He lay 
there — there ; and it was towards this place " 
— ^and she laid her hand upon one of the 
elaborately carved oak panels. " Oh, if I 
could but keep my reason for but a brief 
time longer, I would have some revenge — 
some, for the torture they have made me 
suffer! But even while I speak the old 
feeling comes back, and my brain is going 
—going I " 

With a feverish impatience, she, still fol- 
lowing the line that had been indicated by 
the pointed finger, felt along the woodwork 
of the panel. 

"He often talked of this panel in his 
sleep, and of the disappointment he had 
hoarded up for my brother — my brother! 
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What a fate that brother reserved for me ! 
Ah ! this beating of the blood at the tem- 
ples — this dimness of 'bight ! It is always 
so ! Going — going I " 

She staggered suddenly back against the 
wall, and threw out both arms as for sup- 
port. 

The shock was a severe one, but the result 
was astounding. 

As the half-fainting girl clutched at the 
carved wood- work, to prevent herself from 
falling, the panel she rested against sHd 
back, discovering a recess behind. 

At last ! 

The dream that in her short waking hours 
of reason had visited her for five long years, 
was at last realised. It was possible that 
her revenge might come. 

Eagerly she peered into the dark cavity 
in the wall. Nothing ; yes — ^a small ebony 
box, which, for there was no key, she forced 
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open, or, rather tore open, with a sort of 
mad strength. 

Papers I One, two, three ; she counted 
them eagerly ; then, as she again accident- 
ally touched the spring, the panel closed 
with a snap. 

With a curious cunning in one evidently 
so afflicted, she crouched quickly down upon 
the floor, and peeped round at the place 
where the good Mrs. Bleek was sleeping the 
sleep of the just. 

No movement on the part of that ancient 
dame, who was rendering her slumbers 
vocal by entuning them through her 
nose. 

With astonishing celerity, the stranger, 
or let us now call her Gertrude Wentworth, 
threw off the wrappers supplied her by the 
housekeeper. 

Divesting herself of her corset, she, with 
the same astounding nimbleness of fingers. 
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proceeded, by the help of a pair of scissors 
taken from a needle-case, to unrip a portion 
of the interior lining, sufficiently large to 
contain the three documents, which she 
sewed strongly and carefully, in the smallest 
compass, into the body of the stays. 

She laughed to herself when she had 
done this, but it was a laugh by no means 
pleasant to hear; it was not a mocking 
laugh, and there was nothing of mirth in 
it; the lips alone moved, while the eyes, 
as Tom Brompton had observed, ^* the 
beautiful eyes," remained inexpressibly 
sad. 

^* Over my heart ! " she said, almost with 
a sigh — " over my heart ! The time may 
yet come — may yet come — but when, ah ! 
when ? " She resumed her wrappers, all 
the while watching the sleeping housekeeper 
with a cat-like vigilance. 

"All I fear now is my head, my poor, 
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wearied, troubled head ! The terrible sensa- 
tion has come back again, and the blood, 
as always, is like a throbbing fire at my 
temples I " 

Choking for air, she approached the win- 
dow and threw aside the curtain. 

A scream, checked in a moment by the 
violent pressure of a man's hand upon her 
mouth, and Gertrude Wentworth felt that 
she was once more in the toils. 

The window was open. A ladder had 
been placed against it, and by that ladder 
two men had ascended — Doctor Balm, of 
Windlestraw House, and his chief assistant, 
Mr. Joseph Bradley, better known to the 
reader as Powder Blue. 

At the bottom of the ladder stood 
another man, feeble, hunch-backed, and 
bent — Benjamin DarknoU. 

Some hours later, when Mrs. Bleek 
opened her dim eyes upon the day, she 



78 



Who Will Save Her? 



found the apartment empty of all but her- 
self. The door was locked, but the window 
was opened. 
The bird had flown ! 



OHAPTEB XXXIV. 

AGAIN AT WINDLESTRAW. 

Gbeat had been the commotion in Doctor 
Bahn's philanthropic establishment on the 
discovery of the flight of one of its in- 
mates. 

Such a thing had never before occurred in 
the annals of Windlestraw. 

The joy was proportionately great when 
the fugitive, cleverly tracked and run down, 
was brought back to that abode of Health 
and Happiness — that secluded Elysium, 
where, for a consideration, those who desired 
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it could find rest for themselves, or for 
others. 

On the noon of the day following Ger- 
trude's return to captivity, Mrs. Murdoch, 
once principal matron in Windlestraw 
House, is alone in her smaU private 
room, sunk in what is known as a brown 
study. 

Once principal matron — that is to say, 
she held that responsible position some five 
years ago, when a stranger was introduced 
to the establishment by Doctor Balm, who 
quietly superseded Mrs. Murdoch in her 
office. 

This stranger was Mrs. Prudence Catt. 
There was no discussion upon the matter ; 
the doctor or rather the doctor's wife, never 
permitted her orders to be disputed. Like 
those remarkable laws of the Modes and 
Persians, contradiction was impossible. 

Mrs. Prudence took Mrs. Murdoch's 
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place; but then the salary paid to Mrs. 
Murdoch remained the same, and money is 
a great consoler in aU afflictions. 

No quarrelling ensued. 

How could those two women quarrel ? 
Mrs. Murdoch was hard, cold, and self- 
contained; the character of Mrs. Prudence 
is already known to the reader. 

But of late — ^it was impossible to ignore 
the fact — Jane Murdoch has developed much 
strangeness of conduct, which, failing to 
find an explanation for it in her own mind, 
the red-eyed little lady, ex-herbalist of the 
London Warren, had thought it her duty to 
communicate to the doctor. 

A silent woman at all times, and, even 
when speaking, abrupt to moroseness, Jane 
Murdoch had latterly been singularly ne- 
glectful of her usual duties ; would sit for 
hours brooding by herself, and to any ques- 
tion, would answer vaguely and wide of the 
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matter, as one whose mind was painfully 
pre-occupied. 

" It is all along of her daughter," sug- 
gested some of the servants to Mrs. Pru- 
dence. "Since her daughter Nancy went 
away to Lunnon, and took to play-acting 
and such-like wickedness, it ha' gone nigh 
to break her heart. It ha' nigh put her off 
her head, that's what it ha' done." 

But Mrs. Prudence concerned herself but 
little with such domestic matters. Mrs. 
Murdoch was sullen, rebellious even, and 
performed her duties like one who despised 
herself for having such duties to perform. 

Dangerous symptoms these in one in a 

• 

situation of trust. They were carefully 
noted by Mrs. Prudence, and as carefully 
reported to the doctor and his wife. 

Not but what it was quite in Mrs. Pru- 
dence's power to act upon her own respon- 
sibility, and discharge any servant of the 
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establishment at a moment's notice if she so 
chose. 

But she did not choose to do anything of 
the kind. A cautions woman, she preferred 
that the odium of any severity should fall 
upon others, not upon herself. 

So she privately reported the cold, stem 
woman as one stubborn and stiff-necked, and 
hard to deal with. 

For Mrs. Prudence herself, Windlestraw 
House was indeed an Elysium. Not only 
was she directress in the absence of the two 
principals, but — and that without arousing 
any jealousy on the part of the learned 
"Seppy's" better-half — she was the one 
constant and sole assistant permitted in the 
doctor's laboratory; her knowledge — testi- 
fied to by Dr. Malyon— of herbs and 
simples rendering her services invaluable. 

So, as the serpent lay coiled among the 
flowers of Paradise, so did those twin 
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snakes jealousy and malice raise their heads 
even in the health and mind-restoring 
(see advertisement) atmosphere of Windle- 
straw. 

Matters have at last come to a climax. 

The escape of a patient had aroused the 
fiercest ire of Septimus Balm and his wife, 
if so strong a term as fierce can be used to 
such soffc-gUding, soft-speaking, velvetty 
people. 

It has been intimated to Jane Murdoch 
that the doctor, in the course of the mom- 
ing, wiU pay her a visit, accompanied by 
Mrs. Balm, in her room. 

A hint which, as the woman well knew, 
signified dismissal. 

Formalities of that kind were never used 
by Doctor Balm without a result having 
been determined upon beforehand. 

What is the matter with Mrs. Murdoch ? 
Is there an apprehension of coming misfor- 
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tune in the set, cold face ? On the contrary, 
her eyes glitter as with the light of some 
coming triumph, and her thin-lipped mouth 
wears a smile. 

She has locked the door, and, more than 
that, has hung a shawl or garment of some 
kind over it, so that any inquisitive eye 
would find only a dark disappointment in 
peering through the keyhole. 

She has been busy mending and darning 
— an active, industrious woman, and clever 
with her needle. 

A pile of garments of various kinds are 
scattered on the floor beside her chair. A 
pair of stays, partially unripped, lie before 
her on the table. 

But, for once, needle and thread are idle, 
and the eager scissors have ceased their 
sharp cUppings. 

Mrs. Murdoch^s whole attention is ab- 
sorbed by the contents of two papers — two 
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written papers, which are opened out upon 
the table. They were the papers which 
poor Gertrude in one of her rare lucid in- 
tervals, had sewn into her stays the night 
of her visit to the Abbey. 

It has been described in a former 
chapter how the unfortunate girl, after 
reclosing the panel, had, on approaching 
the window, been recaptured by her relent- 
less gaolers. 

They had easily tracked her from Windle- 
straw to Wentworth, and, with the aid of 
Darknoll, the rest of their work had been 
easy. 

The relapse from reason — ^if reason it 
could be called, where there was no possi- 
bility of following up a connected idea — 
was the immediate result of Gertrude again 
finding herself in the hands of Doctor 
Balm and his myrmidons. 

She had offered no resistance — she thought 
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of none. Gentle and submissive, she bad 
submitted without a word. The subtle 
drugs which, under the direction of Malyon, 
the little herbaUst knew so well how to 
administer, resumed their sway, and the 
mind, which had for so brief a space 
struggled towards the light, fell back into 
the darkness, and all was, as before, a 
blank. 

" It is lucky," said the matron, still rumi- 
nating, "that it was I who undressed her 
when brought back. Had the fingers of 
that red-eyed dwarf once have touched the 
stays, she would have found these hidden 
papers — ay, quicker than I did. How I 
hate that woman I After so many years of 
service, to be dismissed, and through her I 
I'll be revenged, that I will ! " 

The hard mouth grew harder, and the 
straight brows tightened into a frown that 
harmonized with her words, while the 
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strong, bony hand clenched itself fiercely, 
and she smote the larger of the documents 
before her as though she were smiting the 
face of a foe. 

" There's been some deadly, black work 
afoot, and who knows but what the key to 
it mayn't be here ? I am no scholard, but 
can make out that one of these is a will in 
favour of a Miss Gertrude Wentworth, and 
that must be the girl that's here, but they 
call her Mary. This other paper is a state- 
ment of an exchange of children, and a 
heap of other things beside ; a twisted hank, 
which wiser heads than mine must unravel. 
A black business I — a black business ! " she 
repeated, slowly folding up the papers as she 
spoke. "But there's a fortune for some- 
body — several somebody's, perhaps — who 
knows ? At least, I'll try for it." 

She had taken out of a capacious pocket 
an equally capacious pocket-book — ^a dingy 
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and greasy aflFair, with a great clasp, whioh 
opened with difficulty, and closed with a 
sudden snap, like a steel trap, that is sure 
to hold fast what it has once caught. 

Placing the papers in this bulky re- 
ceptacle—it might, at a pinch, have done 
duty as a valise — ^Jane Murdoch fastened it 
carefully, then, holding it in her hand, 
which rested on her lap, continued to rumi- 
nate. 

" What shall my first move be ? — ^who to 
consult ? Ah ! there^s the difficulty, I 
don't like lawyers — ^never did. They may 
take advantage of my being only a woman, 
and no scholard, to play the game out for 
themselves. They are capable of it. They're 
a bad lot, and there's no choice between 
'em I " 

After which rapid " summing up " of the 
entire legal profession, Mrs. Murdoch put 
the huge pocket-book back into her pocket, 
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and continued, now with both hands resting 
in her lap, to ponder. 

" If something should turn up out of this, 
it might be the means of reclaiming my 
poor gel. I can't bear to think that flesh 
and blood of mine is going headlong to the 
pit" — (it was an involuntary pun) — "by 
frequenting them theatres. I haven't heard 
from her for these three years, come next 
Michaelmas, but I've heard of her, to my 
shame. It was only the other day I come 
across a newspaper, in which was writ down 
in print all about her singing and dancing. 
Ah ! " — (this with a heavy sigh)—" and 
Nancy never missed chapel once till that 
man came. That man ! What man ? " and 
again the hard mouth tightened, and the 
dark brows straightened. " She has never 
told me his name — this scoundrel, who 
visited our village to steal my daughter, and 
my daughter's heart from me ! I swore I 
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would never forgive her, but oaths are weak 
against a mother's love. The man ! ah ! if 
he has behaved bad to I^ancy, I pray 
heaven." — and the stem old woman raised 
two rather formidable fists, and shook them 
threateningly in the air, — " to give me the 
power, before I die, to render to him the 
measure he has meted out to her. The 
light, foolish bird ! He came, like a thief in 
the night, and stole her, so bright, so beau- 
tiful, so clever, from beneath her mother's 
wing ! Well, well ! Providence watches 
over them who wait and pray, and nothing 
is denied to those who bide their time." 

A sharp knock at the door, at the 
same time the sound of a stumble on the 
threshold, caused Mrs. Murdoch to start 
hurriedly to her feet. 

" That fellow Bradley ! " she said, with 
something like an approach to a smile. 
^^ The passage is as black as pitch, and he 
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has bruised his shins over the scuttle I 
placed in the way for him. The miserable, 
slouching, shambling eavesdropper ! his eye 
goes as naturally to a keyhole as a terrier's 
nose to a rat-hole ! It's a rat to the trap 
this time! That sharp-edged scuttle must 
have barked his shins a little, with a ven- 
geance." 

She kicked away the garments at her 
feet, still silently laughing, and, crossing 
the room, whisked off the shawl from the 
key. 

" Come in ! " 

The door was flung open, and Mr. Powder 
Blue entered. 

His never fascinating countenance wore a 
look of pain and rage. He rubbed his legs 
alternately, applying the friction first to the 
right and then to the left of the bandy por- 
tion of his singularly ungainly— not to say 
repulsive — anatomy. 
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"You keep yourself in the dark here,'^ 
he said, glancing about him with a soowL 

^^ I keep myself as I please," was Jane 
Murdooh's reply, given with an ex- 
treme disdain, which even this dull ruffian 
felt. 

" You'd shut up your keyhole, you know 
you had ! " This triumphantly. 

" Certainly ! It is well to take every pre- 
caution, when such prying scoundrels as you 
are about. Now what's your business here ? 
Be brief; for I don't like you, and you 
know it." 

The blue mark upon Mr. Bradley's face 
took a deeper tint, and his evil garotting 
hands twitched convulsively. It was a 
natural emotion for him, but he conquered 
it. 

" You ain't got a civil word to say to me, 
Mrs. Murdoch," he said; **but the wheel 
of Fortin doesn't always stand still, and 
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those who axe down to-day may be 'igh up 
to-morrer." 

" As high as the gallows, perhaps ? Now 
what's your business with me ? " 

"Well, it isn't much of a bisness. It's 
fiist of all to say that the guv'nor and guv'- 
ness wiU be here in a brace of shakes ; and 
then it's Mrs. Prudence as wants to know — 
she's awful perlite is Mrs. Prudence — ^if I 
shall assist you in cording up your boxes ? " 

The woman looked at him steadily. 

" Cording up ! You interest yourself in 
that kind of thing, do you, Mr. Bradley ? 
I can dispense with your help, but when 
your time for ^ cording up ' comes, it will 
not be done- without an assistant. Have 
you anything more to say to me ? " 

The man frowned at first, then put out 
his two murderous hands apologetically. 
*' Come, missus ! " he whimpered (and with 
Powder Blue it was always a whine or a 
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growl), " youVe no call to be so hard upon 
me ; 'uman natur' has its limits, and 'uman 
natur' can't stand it " (doggedly). " You're 
one of them sort 0' folk who can't recog- 
nise a gen'leman when you see him," 

" I don't know ; I must first see him.'* 
(Mrs. Murdoch is painfully calm.) "But 
as nothing of the kind happens to be here 
at present, confine yourself to your duties. 
Have you any other business with me ? " 

" On'y a letter," and he fiung it down. 
" You a'n't grateful, you a'n't. If I'd have 
given it to Mrs. Prudence first, she'd have 
opened it. It's worth something, I should 
think, to sometimes get one's correspondince 
fresh." 

The woman shrugged her shoulders. 

"You're but a poor knave, after all," she 
muttered; then taking her hand from her 
pocket, " That's a shilling." 

The fellow clutched it as he would 
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have clutched anything of a marketable 
value. 

" Anythink to be done for it ? " 

"Yes; take yourself off." 

Mr. Powder Blue — ^who, we have for- 
gotten to say, wore the Windlestraw livery, 
officiating as porter to that establishment- 
tossed the shilling high in the air, caught it, 
gave it a polish with his sleeve, spat on it 
for luck, and finaUy eonfligned it to his 
pocket. 

"I bears you no malice," he said, as he 
shambled towards the door : " there is lots 
in this world as is better than you, and lots 
as is wus. If you wants a hand with your 
trunk, I'll be within hail to work out the 
shillin'." 

He had nearly reached the door : when, 
as moved by some sudden thought, the 
woman called to him to stop. 

"Give me a truthful answer to a plain 
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question, and I'll add half-a-crown to that 
shilling." 

" Will yer ? I'll answer any think as is 
safe to be answered. A chap isn't obligated 
by law to commit himself, you know." 

" No ; the law usually saves him that 
trouble," said the matron, drily. " You 
were one of those who pursued and brought 
back the doctor's patient, Miss Mary, a day 
or two ago?" 

Powder Blue sniffed violently, and threw 
up his eyes. 

" Poor demented thing ! If any 'arm had 
come to her, I'd never have forgiven myself 
— ^the pretty cretur — a-wanderin' over the 
country all alone by herself ! " 

The matron looked at him with ineffable 
scorn, a look the scoundrel well deserved ; 
.then said, " And now for my question and 
your half-crown ! Where did you find Miss 
Mary?" 

VOL. III. H 
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" Eh ? '' and Mister Powder Blue pkced 
a hand against one of those painfully promi- 
nent flaps of flesh which ministered to him 
as ears, " Eh ? I didn't quite catch what 
you said. This 'ere Windlestraws is so full 
o' draughts that I'm 'ard of 'earing." 

" I asked you," said the woman, empha- 
sising her words, and placing the half-crown 
on the table so that the fellow's greedy eyes 
might rest upon it, "in what place, where 
and how, did you discover Miss Mary ? " 

Whether the reply would have been 
truth or falsehood it is impossible to 
say, probably the latter; but a sound of 
softly-treading feet was heard in the 
passage approaching the door, and both 
matron and man were on their guard in a 
moment. 

The approaching footsteps were those qf 
Doctor Bahn and " little mite," the wife of 
his bosom and head of the establishment. 
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Prompt in action, Mr. Joseph Bradley 
swept the half-crown from the table, and 
thrust it into his pocket, with a wink and 
B grin. 

"We'll talk the matter over' some 
other time," he said; "but advance pay- 
ments is my motter ; besides, it will keep 
you in my mind. Meanwhile, you'd 
better question the guv'nor or the guv'- 
ness — p'raps they'll h'answer you for 
nothink." 

And with another grin, the rascal took 
himself out of the room, standing aside for 
a moment, and respectfully knuckling his 
low forehead as the doctor and Mrs. Balm 
entered. 

" You here, Bradley ? May I ask, without 
being too inquisitive, upon what errand ? " 

. " He brought me a letter, and has been 
overpaid for his trouble." 

It was Jane Murdoch who answered, 

H 2 
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coldly and defiantly, for she had caught a 
glimpse of a diminutive figure hovering 
about the threshold of the door without 
entering, and knew that figure to be that of 
Mrs. Prudence Catt. 

" Um ! ah ! — just so ! just so ! '^ said the 
doctor. " You have an extensive — or per- 
haps varied would be the most correct term 
—correspondence, Mrs. Murdoch." 

" Whoever told you so, told you a lie. 
This letter," taking it up as she spoke, "is 
the first I've received for I don't know how 
long." 

" May I ask from whom ? We should be 
all one family at Windlestraw." 

" I don't know myself as yet ; the writing 
of the address is strange to me ; but, when 
I know the contents, I shall be better able 
to judge as to the propriety of communicat- 
ing them to others." 

JStill cold and harsh, her eyes travelling 
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beyond the doctor and his wife, seeking the 
lurking figure standing out there in the 
gloom. 

*^ Quite right ! quite right ! If you have 
marked out such a course of action, such a 
rule of conduct, stick to it, Mrs. Murdoch, 
stick to it; but you will pardon me, if I 
say it exhibits a want of confidence, and a 
want of confidence cannot be tolerated in 
Windlestraw House." 

The doctor drew a long breath, and 
glanced at his wife. 

^^ I think I echo your sentiments, in that, 
my dear." 

The "little dot of a woman," as she 
loved to call herself, raised her drooping 
eyelids, from beneath which she had been 
attentively scrutinizing the matron^ and re- 
plied with a slight shiver and shrug of the 
shoulders, " In every way, without con- 
fidence, life has lost its bloom, and friend- 
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ship IS impossible. I emphasise the word 
friendship, because I had hoped that beneath 
this roof, no matter the difference in station, 
there was nothing but friendship, and, if 
I may use the term without impropriety, 
love." 

" Beautifully expressed ! " said the doc- 
tor. 

It was really a sight worth seeing, these 
two pattern humbugs smirking at each 
other, and keeping up for ever and ever the 
same false talk, as though they really be- 
lieved in it. 

Five years had worked no very perceptible 
change in the doctor and his wife. Viewed 
as works of art, and there was no other way 
to view them, they were perfection, each 
inroad of time being constantly and quickly 
repaired. 

The doctor was, as when we first saw 
him, soft in utterance, bland of aspect,* and 
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in exquisite ^*trim," from his weU-ordered 
wig to his well-polished boots. 
. His wife was a gushing woman of fifty, 
as she had been a gashing woman of forty- 
five ; and, so strong is habit, it is pretty 
certain she will continue to gush while 
a sufficient amount of breath is allotted 
her. 

She was, despite her years, just as butter* 
fly like and gauzy, only her toilette took 
longer, much longer — the cracks in the pic- 
ture required a careful filling up, and the 
crow's-feet were hard to hide. 

^^Had we not better come to business, 
Septimus ? " 

" My dearest, for what else are we here ? 
Mrs. Murdoch," — and the doctor waved his 
small fat hands with much urbanily in that 
person's direction, — "this is a world of 
sorrow — a world of comings here and goings 
there— a world of meetings and of part- 
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ings ! Sooner or later, we must all obey 
the universal rule; to-morrow it may be 
my turn, to-day it is yours — decidedly yours. 
We must part." 

The woman looked him fixedly in the 
face, but no amount of staring could greatly 
affect the doctor; and as for his wife, she 
might have returned glance for glance 
with the head of Medusa, and come off 
victorious. 

" You mean, I am dismissed ? " 
^^ Well — ^um ! ah ! — ^your services are no 
longer required here ; but previous services 
will not be forgotten." 

" Certainly not ! " from the doctor's wife. 
" In this world let us labour to be just, 
and, even when the fault has been great, let 
us, as the poet somewhere beautifully ex- 
presses \\^ ^ when justice is to do the cook- 
ing, on no account forget the seasoning of 
mercy.' " 
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" Was it my fault," said the woman, dog- 
gedly, still eyeing the two before her, but 
ever thoughtful of the third party outside 
the door, — " was it my fault if Miss Mary 
found the lodge-gate open, and wandered 
out beyond ? She was not given into my 
special care, but into that of the London 
woman, whose duty it was to watch her as 
a cat does a mouse." 

The doctor was not angry, neither 
was the doctor's wife; but they were 
pained, hurt, and shook their heads re- 
proachfully. 

"Your simile is not a happy odc; the 
feline quadruped you have just mentioned 
watches to torture, irritate, and, alas ! some- 
times to kill ! The chain of destruction is a 
vast one— a chain with many links, com- 
mencing with man and Krupp's cannon, and 
ending, let us say, with a cat and a mouse. 
In Windlestraw House — and no one is 
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more fully aware of that fact than yourself 
— ^there is one law above every other law, 
the law of kindness.'* 

The matron was silent. The doctor, wha 
seemed to like the savour of his speech^ 
went on, 

"By a neglect of yours — ^for it was a 
neglect of yours— this dear child, entrusted 
in her sad affliction to our care, has been 
exposed to all sorts of danger — ^the bird 
with unprun'd wing,' as the poet says ; and, 
but for the prompt action of affection — the 
— ^the swiftness of pursuit, this poor young 
lady," — and with one plump finger ho 
significantly touched his shining forehead — 
"might be, even now, a wanderer — ^a 
firiendless wanderer over the face of the 
earth." 

" When do I leave ? " 

" At once." 

It was now the doctor's wife who spoke. 
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" In matters of this kind, when confidenoe 
is destroyed, all is destroyed. Of late," — 
and the little woman's tone grew more and 
more harsh as she continued — no, not 
altogether harsh, but a metallic tone, as full 
of cruelty as coldness — "your manners, 
your conduct, have undergone a change. 
You have become careless of your 
duties." 

The woman addressed shook her head. 

" You have exhibited symptoms of jea- 
lousy respecting the superior position given 
to—" 

" Stop ! " — and the gesture on the part of 
Mrs. Murdoch was so unexpectedly pas- 
sionate that Mrs. Balm abruptly held her 
tongue — "stop! WeVe been together 
long enough to know each other by this- 
time."" 

" T trust so," sighed the doctor. 

"I knows," continued the woman, "I 
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have received my wages, and I have done 
my duty ; but that I, Jane Murdoch, should 
be set over by that red-eyed, sneaking, 
<5rawling, spying Londoner" — Mrs. Mur- 
doch had again seen the shadowy little 
figure in the gloom — "is not within the 
possibles! Why, rather than consort wi' 
her^ I^d take a toad for a bed-fellow, or 
wurrit a fresh-caught ferrut wi' my bare 
hand ! '' 

There was a momentary silence, and again 
the doctor's wife spoke. 

'' Quarrels are best avoided, and we have 
no wish to quarrel. Mildness at all times 
is better than anger." 

" Ethereal mildness," murmured the doc- 
tor — and he lightly kissed the finger-tips 
of one hand — " blissful peace ! What can 
be more peaceful than peace? The poets 
Jmew everything." 

" You leave Windlestraw at once. Tour 
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wages were, I believe, paid to you by Mrs* 
Prudence yesterday. It is the doctor's, 
wish and mine that we part friends." She 
took from her pocket a little portmonnaie 
as she spoke. ^^ Here is a ten-pound note. 
Accept it as a gift from the doctor and 
myself." 

" And anything we can do," put in the 
irrepressible doctor, "in the shape of refer- 
ences, character, you know, will be cheer- 
fully rendered. Doctor Balm, of Windlestraw 
House, carries weight, Mrs. Murdoch; and 
either by word of mouth, or in an episto- 
latory form, a recommendation will be 
forthcoming." 

If we were writing a romance, we should,, 
doubtless, describe the suddenly dismissed 
woman crumpUng up the proffered note, 
and casting it back at the feet of the donor ; 
but our story is one of fact, not fiction, and 
Mrs. Murdoch, being extremely matter-of- 
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feet, did nothing of the kind. On the contrary, 
after carefiilly investigating the crisp white 
note, she folded it up, and placed it in her 
bosom, but not in her pocket-book, in which 
the stolen documents were lying.. This done, 
she curtseyed, and, without an atom of 
anger either in her voice or countenance, 
said, quietly, "Our interview being over, 
I suppose I may see to packing up my 
things ? " 

"The sooner the better," said the doc- 
tor, mournfully, "since we cannot be 
as we were, Mrs. Murdoch. If I lose 
confidence in those about me, I sicken, I 
lose appetite, and sleep — ' sleep that knits 
up the ravell'd sleeve of care,' — and am, 
in short, unhappy. If confidence is lost in 



me — " 



"There are my keys, ma'am I" and the 
matron, putting a sudden stop to the doctor's 
lieroics, placed them on the table. " It is 
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for you or that London woman to examine 
my boxes." 

Mrs. Balm did please, and with a quiet 
^^ Thank you," took them up, and without 
another word she and the doctor filed out 
of the room. 



CHAPTEE XXXV. 

WHAT TOTTY PAY WBOTE. 

t 

Aftee satisfying herself that the proprietors 
of the great Windlestraw establishment had 
really taken their departure together with 
her hete noire, or, rather, bete rouffe, the terri- 
ble old woman from London, Mrs. Murdoch 
closed her door, locked it, and, with a faca 
which had lost much of its previous calm- 
ness, came back to the table. 

'* Turned out like a dog ! I'll work 
heaven and earth to have my revenge for 
this ! IWe got the clue to something, if I 
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only knew how to set about it — how to 
follow it up. As yet, I'm all in a 
maze." 

She had mechanically placed her hand to 
her pocket, and now drew it away, holding 
the letter which Powder Blue had brought 
her. 

'Turning it over several times in her 
hands, she examined and re-examined the 
writing of the address. 

It vas admirably well written — ^like, as 
the phrase goes, copper-plate. 

" I know of no one who writes a hand 
like that — ^not even the minister. "Who can 
it come from ? " 

After morQ puzzling — ^for a piece of 
writing was a rare thing for Mrs. Murdoch 

to receive — ^it occured to her that she might 

« 

as well open it, as the speediest way of solv- 
ing the riddle. 
She did so, glanced at the enclosure^ 
VOL, in. I 
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turned deadly pale, and plumped down in it 
chair* 

'' It's from Nancy ! " 

It was from Nancy Murdoch, her daughter, 
best known to the reader and a certain por- 
tion of the public as Totty Fay. The 
letter also contained her photograph — ^not 
one of those which crowded the London 
shop-windows, presenting Totty peering 
through \hQ sticks of a fan, or clad in 
peculiarly scant garments, sitting on the 
back of a chair, or leering out of a hamper 
with the lid half raised, but in humble 
peasant attire, which she had borrowed from 
the wardrobe keeper of the Eoyal Chick- 
abiddy Theatre for the purpose. 

« 

The letter was horribly written — horribly 
spelt. The outside was the work of the 
Eoyal Chickabiddy copyist. 

It was obvious that the " pocket Venus " 
was painfully in want of a pocket dictionary ; 
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tut, as she would often' say in her jolly, 
<iare*devil way when speaking to the " gen- 
tlemen" who did the "burlesques" and 
songs for the Chickabiddy, " Literature 
ain't my forte. Some are all head ; I'm all 
legs and feet." And certainly Totty 's forte 
proved more profitable than the other. 
The letter commenced as follows : — 

" My Deer, Deer Muther, — 

" If you can look upon the rightin of 
this your very misrable daughter" (Mrs. 
Murdoch could do so, and the hard, gi'ey 
eyes could weep over it, too) "and read it " 
(this was a matter far more difficult) " you 
will see that i am very sorrey for all the 
things I have done to vex you and do myself 
no good witch is a grat pity, but i am 
wrightly served and now find out the truth 
of your old maximum that the woman who 
believes in a man is sure to be done, and 

I 2 
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tho' I hev' made a grate reppetation and my 
portruts are often in the winders next to the 
prints of Whales and the harshbishop of 
Canterberry I am not inclined to be dim 
without makin him repent it. and i will ! 
Muther! it was only on his solenmised 
promis to make me his wedded lady that I 
left my home, i had it all in wrighten or 
I would never hev^ bemoaned myself to go. 
and now he has basely deserted me an wns 
than that, before he went he forced the 
lock of my desk and burnt up his promis ! 
with these words written, ' You doubted the 
warmth of my love see the ashes.^ Oh! 
Muther ! i am nearly mad ! prey ! prey ! 
pardon and forgive yur now sincerely peni- 
tant Nancy! had sir Filip Wentworth^s 
promis been kep you might have now a bom 
lady for your daughter, but I may punish 
TiiTn yet. I have got a young man I know 
who is fond of theatricals, and is name is 
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Mr. Tom Brompton, closely connected with 
the law, to look over sum other papers of 
that scoundril Filip and Mister Brompton 
says I Ve a case. Oh I pleese dear muther 
pardon me without delay or waste of time 
and come up and see Tom and me that jestis 
may be done me. and both of us be hapy 
in our old age. I now brake off havin a 
new song to learn and my weakly earnings 
to hum so pleese excuse bad spellin and 
gramar. I have been cryin for the last two 
days and feel as stale as a bottle of ^ fiz ' 
left open all night. Mister Brompton says 
you oughter come at once, and Tom nose 
everything about law and lawyers — and his 
master— as is so clever that everybody says 
he'll be Lord Chancellor one day if he only 
has the luck. I enclose address, and shan't stop 
crying except when I'm singing till i see you. 
"Tour always affected daughter, 

" Nancy.'' 



ii8 Who Will Save Her? 

" Sir Filip is goin to get married —he's a 
BEAsr ! " 

So finished the letter. A very ludicrouft 
one to us, but not to the girPs mother,, 
whose heart, all cold as it was to others, 
hungered to once more embrace her child. 

But then the name — Sir Philip Went- 
worth — the name of the man branded 
by his father as a profligate and impostor 
in the papers she carried in her pocket- 
book. 

Revenge is sweet I 

Had she hit upon the right clue? — a 
question only to be answered in London. 

That afternoon saw Mrs* Jane Murdoch 
on her way to the great metropolis. 



CHAPTER XXXVI. 

CONSTERNATION ! 

Once more Wentworth Abbey is alive with 
the tread of many feet, and the clamour of 
many voices. 

Its present owner, Sir Philip Wentworth, 
has arrived, summoned thither in hot haste 
by a telegram from the steward, Dark- 
noil. 

A similar summons has brought Mr. and 
Mrs. Rockwood down, together with the 
now well-to-do Doctor Malyon. 

Servants follow in their train, and the 
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heart of the ahuost dead house begins to 
pulsate with a feverish life. 

Over all there hangs not only the '' shadow 
of a fear," but an absolute panic. 

Gertrude Wentworth has again disap- 
peared from Windlestraw ; — this time, it is 
feared, assisted by a nurse of the establish- 
ment, one Jane Murdoch. 

Both, it was supposed, were somewhere 
in London. 

When the news reached him, even the 
cynical Doctor Malyon was much disturbed. 
He was only half a cynic — now, however, 
having something to lose— a matter which 
makes all the difference. 

Eockwood was furious ; even his wife, 
strong-nerved as she was, kept out of his 
way as he raged about the house. He felt 
that unless a re-capture could be managed 
at once, that a storm was brewing-a storm 
that might sweep them all before it. 
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Diana stayed near Sir Philip, trying to 
tame her wild heart to his by no means 
loving hand. As for the Baronet himself, 
he was mad with terror; and but for his 
mother on the one side, and the steward on 
the other, would have coUapsed then and there. 

A pleasant family party, truly, and a most 
harmonious one ! 

But there is still another disappearance to 
chronicle. 

Mrs. Bleek, the grey shadow that had 
haimted the old Abbey for so many years, 
was gone ! 

Yes ; one early morning she had flitted 
away, leaving no trace but what was afforded 
by the Dripsey Bridge station-master, who, 
an old inhabitant of Dripsey, had been as 
much astonished at sight of the housekeeper 
as though a bond fide ghost had presented 
itself at his wicket, and demanded a ticket 
for Hades. 
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A young man, who had come down from 
London the previous night, accompanied 
her ; and though he took tickets for an in- 
termediate stajtion, the station-master, from 
what he accidentally caught from the old 
lady, was sure both were bound for the great 
metropolis. 

Mrs. Bleek in London ! — on what possible 

errand? 

How Benjamin Darknoll cursed the sharp 
eyes and ears of the lad who, sceptical of 
ghosts, had been present on that terrible 
night, when the poor travel-stained, rain- 
drenched figure had passed them at the 
gate, and glided into the house to huddle 
and crouch over the fire, murmuring strange 
words the while ! 

And he Everard Corbett's, clerk too ! 

"Fool! mad fool that he was!" — and 
the old man beat his hands together with 
an impotent passion — " to have allowed 
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such a dog to have placed a foot beneath, 
this roof ! " 

" Come, come ! " said the doctor, as, a 
council of war having been called, he opened 
the proceedings by brewing for himself a 
stiff tumbler of punch, " The danger is^ 
not so great. Suppose an accusation— where 
are the proofs ? Two mad people and a 
lawyer's clerk, anxious to get up a case,. 
voila tout.^^ 

" They dare not accuse till there hafr 
been an inquiry," said Bockwood; then, 
with his unpleasant, jeering laugh, "No 
evidence to be found in the vaults, eh,. 
Daddy?'' 

The steward, who was strangely pre- 
occupied, looked quietly up. 

"No, no; dust and ashes! — dust and 
ashes ! — no fear of discovery there." 

"And the other coflin?" asked Diana 
Eockwood, in her sharp, abrupt way ; " will 
that bear examination ? " 
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^* Then what have we to fear ? " said the 
•doctor, gaily, concoctmg another jorum of 
punch. 

" Everything,'^ replied Bockwood, "if 
the two women — ^nurse and patient — have 
found out Everard Corbett, as it is a hun- 
ted to one they will do. He's the sharpest 
of the sharp— one of the most rising men 
at the bar — will be Attorney-General one 
*day. Your drugs may be powerful, doctor, 
and they have proved themselves so ; but 
do you think a lover's eyes will fail to re- 
•cognise the object of his adoration ? " 

" Not after five years ? " put in Diana, 
dryly. 

" Then, for 'further evidence," the lawyer 
went on, without recognising the interrup- 
tion, " Tom Brompton's a sharp fellow, cut 
his eye teeth against hard crusts, and they've 
grown wonderfully. The old woman, his 
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grandmother, is dazed, walks about with 
her head in a fog ; but that soaroely amounts- 
to madness--eh, doctor ? The fog may clear. 
Why, let me see, wasn't it Old Parr who 
gave evidence upon some trial when he was 
a hundred and thirty years old, or there- 
abouts ? " 

^^ Don't talk nonsense ! " said Malyon. 
^^ The first thing for us to do is to get the 
girl back into our custody." His face 
darkened with a very evil expression as he- 
added, " You may leave me to do the rest." 

Then there followed a silence of some- 
minutes. 

Each had the same thought, and each was 
pursuing it in his or her own way. 

Very stem and hard were the faces of 
three of the men ; no less stem the face of 
the woman. The weak creature for whom 
so much had been done, alone sat trembling 
in his chair. 
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" I'm not up to poverty," he had whim- 
pered out a short time previously to hi» 
mother. " It's a razor-backed horse that 
I couldn't cross nohow. A gentleman is 
always a gentleman, and my worst enemies 
oan't say but what I've done the slap-up 
thing, and made the money spin as a gentle- 
man should do. If I break now, I'm done 
for ever." 

And they, Diana Eockwood and old Daddy 
DarknoU, comforted him as best they could, 
and in the depth of their love made every 
allowance for this creature, whose blood was 
theirs. 

" From whom did you j&rst learn of this 
second flight?" asked Eockwood, of the 
•steward. 

" From Mrs. Prudence. It seems, on its 
first discovery, the doctor and his wife had 
departed in hot haste to London, having, 
Ihey thought, some clue to the fugitives." 



/ 
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"I still maintain," said Malyon, "that 
there is no* ground for all this fear, and that 
to give way to anything in the shape of 
panic" — ^here he glanced at Sir Philip— 
"would be to invite suspicion, and bring 
ruin upon all." 

" There was a time when we might have 
placed matters so that we should have been 
beyond all fear. Had that coffin-lid never 
been removed, then one only would have 
suffered, as it was but right she should 
suffer, for the benefit of all." 

A woman, Diana Eockwood, spoke these 
words ; but there was no mistaking their 
terrible significance. 

There was a fierce contempt in her tone 
as she glanced around, looking with angry, 
«comful eyes into the troubled faces of her 
companions in crime. 

"Had you been guided by me, there 
would have been no such danger as menaces 
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us now. If that girl should reooyer her 
reason — ^^ 

'^ Which wonld be little short of a mira- 
cle/' said the doctor. 

'' Miracles haye been worked before now,"^ 
retorted Diana. ^^ I^ I say, she recoyera 
her reason, in what position shall we then 
stand ? She mnst be retaken at all hazarda 
— at eyery hazard." 

All were agreed upon this point. Malyon 
and Bockwood were prepared to start for 
London at once. 

" I,'' continued Diana, " will myself go 
to Windlestraw, and learn from Mrs. Pru- 
dence's own lips all that has occurred. 
Ah I " she added, with a sigh, '' we acted 
like fools from the first, entrusting so 
many I" 

'^ I haye told you that I can answer for 
the man Bradley," said her husband, as h& 
sat gloomily trimming his finger-nails. 
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" And I can do the same by Mrs. Pru- 
dence Catt," put in Malyon. " A woman 
of eccentric notions and habits, but her 
word, once pledged, perfectly reliable." 

u ^e've more to dread from the weak- 
ness of the principals than the treachery of 
the subordinates ; " and the lawyer, with 
the same gloom upon his face, glanced at 
8ir Philip, who was, in his restless, shiftless 
way, pacing the room. 

" If you mean me by any of your con- 
founded sneers, Bockwood," he burst out, 
savagely, "why haven't you the pluck to 
say so outright ? " 

^' I do mean you '^ — and the lawyer rose 
to his feet. " But for your profligacy and 
folly — ^but for your cowardice and — " 

" Come, come ! " And the old steward 
hurriedly interposed. "For every one's 
sake, let there be no quarrelling. Philip 
means well — he always meant well" 

VOL. III. K 
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^^ I'll not be bullied by any one/' said 
' the Baronet, blustering ; '^ especially under 
my own roof." 

" Your roof ! " laughed the lawyer. 
**Why, but for my money when your 
father turned you adrift, your roof would 
have been that of the parish workhouse. 
A dog-kennel, as regards property of your 
own, was then beyond your reach 1 " 

" It's a lie ! You first lured me into 
every sort of extravagance, and Hien, when 
a fellow was hard up and desperate, fur- 
nished the means for more extravagance, 
but at what a price you know ! But for 
you, things might have gone better with 
me — ^must have gone better : for, by Jove ! 
they look bad enough now." 

" You ungrateful, ill-conditioned cur ! " 
cried Bockwood, making a step towards the 
Baronet, but pausing as Malyon laid a hand 
upon his arm. '' The terms were all too 
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easy. To buy a bracelet for some painted 
creatur^ who laughed at you and despised 
you as you clasped it on — ^to pay some debt 
of ^honour' to a billiard-sharping lord, 
who patronised while he swindled you — you 
would come grovelling to my feet ; nay, to 
gain an extra few hundreds, would have . 
fisdlen on your knees and licked my boots 
had I permitted it. Tou a gentleman! 
Phaugh ! " 

White with rage, Sir Philip, but for 
DarknoU and his mother, would have made 
arush on the lawyer, who, laughing, in his 
jangling, odd way, snapped his fingers with 
contempt unspeakable. 

"Mathew," — ^this from his wife,— "are 
you mad ? " 

^^ Keep your temper, Bockwood," said . 
Malyon, his hand still firmly grasping the 
lawyer's ann. "No good got by falling 
out." 

K 2 
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" No ; but much harm may come of it," 
said Darknoll, who, at the very • gesture of 
menace on the part of Bockwood, had 
thrown his deformed figure in front of 
Philip, and now, his black, bead-like eyes 
flashing hate, stood scowling at the lawyer, 

A knock outside the door of the room, 
and, as by a stroke of magic, all was 
changed. 

Malyon withdrew his hand from the 
lawyer's arm, and the lawyer plunged his 
hands deep down in his pockets, and whist- 
led. Sir Philip turned sulkily to the win- 
dow, and his mother subsided into a chair. 

A servant enters, delivers a paper, and 
departs. 

A telegram from Windlestraw House — 
from Mrs. Prudence, to Doctor Malyon. 

Bad news ! It needed but one glance at 
Malyon's face* to convince his fellow con- 
spirators of that. 
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No more thought of private quarrels as 
they gathered round him. There is no 
peacemaker like a general danger where 
unity alone is strength. 

This was the telegram, cautious and cha- 
racteristic : — 

^^ Doctor and Mrs. B. have taken the dull 
by the horns. Their fint visit in London was 
to Mr. Everard Corbett. I have packed up 
my bowes. Do the same J ^ 

The doctor's face grows white, the paper 
is dropping from his hand, when it is snatched 
by Eockwood. 

All read it again and again, and conster-^ 
nation reigns in Wentworth Abbey. 



CHAPTER XXXVIL 

COMMOTION. 

It had not taken long for Jane Murdoch to 
make np her mind and decide npon a plan 
of action. 

While Doctor and Mrs. Bakn were taking 
their after-dinner nap ; while Mr. Joe Brad- 
ley was drinking ont a portion of the money 
of which he had so wrongfully possessed 
himself at a beer-shop (there was no inn on 
Windlestraw Downs), situated some mile or 
so from the house (he had left Mrs. Mur- 
doch to look after cording her boxes) ; and 
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while Mrs. Prudence Catt was busy in what 
the doctor called his laboratory, sorting herbs 
and compounding drugs — a labour of loye 
with her — ^the discharged nurse sought Ger- 
trude Wentworth in her room. 

It was one of a suite of rooms remote 
from the other patients, which were kept 
now constantly locked, and of which Mrs, 
Prudence alone had the keys. That is to 
Bay, it was her belief she alone possessed 
them, the fact being that a duplicate set 
reposed in the pocket of the vindictive 
matron she had so thoroughly ousted out of 
her former position. 

It had been no difficulty for Mrs. Mur- 
doch, during one of her visits to the neigh- 
bouring town of Cinderville, to order these 
duplicates ; and though at the time it was 
without any definite object, she had gone 
to the expense in the hope that a something 
might turn up to enable her to take a re- 
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venge upon the odious little woman with 
the sharp, red eyes. 

With one of these keys she opened the 
room known to the establishment as Miss 
Mary's. Gertrude was not there, but, as 
good fortune would have it, was walking in 
the walled-in garden, with which her room, 
as well as the other rooms on this side, 
communicated. 

This garden had a small door, leading 
out on to the downs, of which the matron 
had also a duplicate key. 

Her power over the poor gentle girl was 
immense, and Gertrude rendered a ready 
ibedience to her command that she should 
follow her. 

Wrapping about her a large plaid cloak, 
Jane Murdoch opened the side door, and 
they set off together across the downs. 

A small cart, belonging to a friend of 
hers, a neighbouring blacksmith, was in 
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waiting with her boxes, to take her down 
to the station. 

The blacksmith's son, a half-witted youth 
of the true chawbaoon class, was to drive 
her. It mattered but little to him whom 
she brought, if the cart would hold them. 
He was to drive her^ and that was enough. 

Jane had already got through the cere- 
mony — a very brief one — of leave-taking 
with her fellow-servants; and it being 
known that she was out of favour, and 
leaving in disgrace, none had thought it 
worth while to go beyond the gates to say a 
second good-bye to her. 
• Ten minutes saw her at Windlestraw 
Station, where she took single tickets for 
Oertrude and herself to Cinderville, a large, 
populous, manufacturing town, in which she 
had relations, and from this place she de- 
spatched a note to Doctor Balm ; then, 
having arranged a means of communication 
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with her relatives, departed, together with 
Gertrude, by a cross-country coach ta 
another, and more distant, town, and them 
off to London direct. 

Her note to Doctor Baku was as fol- 
lows : — 

"Honored Sir and Doctor, — 

'/ 1 make no coment upon the way I have 
been treeted after so many years of faithful 
servis. Providins has put it in my power 
to do good to others, which, at all time, is a 
suflcient reward to me. Miss Mary is now 
with me, and I have pappers and docki- 
ments to prove who she really is. 0, sir ! — 
0, sir ! how could you lend yourself to such 
black conspirings ? But truth is truth, and 
I its humble instruments. If you causes us 
to be hue-and-cried, or by other means took, 
it will go hard with you and missis ; we^ 
shall not be captivated alone ! The pappers 
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I have posted " (this was not tme — only a 
ruae on the part of sly Mrs. Murdoch) " to a 
most clever lawyer, as will see right d,one, 
and in this world right is all we ast. If it 
cost me all my wage, Miss Mary shall have 
right done. You are a bad man, and so i& 
missis, to have make so much of that ferrut- 
eyed dwarft after my faithful servis ; but, 
as you will find, there is justis for all. 
With dooty to madam, I am, honored sir 
and doctor, 

" Tours respectful, to command, 

" Jane Murdoch." 

It requires no great amount of imagina- 
tion to conceive the effect of this very ill- 
written letter upon the doctor and his wife. 

To use a vulgar but expressive phrase, it 
was a crusher I 

They knew Jane Murdoch too well ta 
treat her warning and her menace lightly. 
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That she had made some ^discovery they 
were sxire. If it was what Malyon had 
often talked to them about in his liquor, it 
would prove a ruinous one to their em- 
ployers, a fatal one for them. 

It was with the latter probability they 
alone concerned themselves. 

Long and earnest was the consultation 
that ensued. 

We have before compared these people to 
two efts in an aquarium. We may now 
•compare them to a couple of vipers, con- 
sidering what and whom to strike. 

" Septimus," said his wife, impressively, 
and raising her pale green eyes to the doc- 
tor's face, '' self-preservation is the first law 
of nature.'' 

" True, true, Tiny ; very true ! and, as a 
man of principle and a householder, I reve- 
rence the law wherever I find it. Shall we 
consult with Mrs. Prudence — ^a most valu- 
able woman ? " 
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^^ No ! " — and the little lady made the 
negative most emphatic. " For my own 
part, I have already given the matter ample 
consideration. We must take measures — 
strong measTireis — to protect ourselves. I 
respect the world, and I hope I have a love 
for my species ; but when it becomes a 
question of self-defence, I regard the world 
and my entire species as nowhere I » 

" My sentiments, little woman I my sen- 
timents to a comma ! " said the doctor, who 
was, however, half out of his senses with 
jfright, and trembled in his varnished boots. 
" It is, as you put it, Popsy, a question of 
selling or being sold." 

*^ And I say sell ! and sell at onoe^ 
Seppy ! To lose a moment is to lose our- 
selves ! " And the doctor's wife clenched a 
tiny fist, and smote it down into the open 
palm of the other hand, in order to give 
additional force to her words. 
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" But Malyon? — your brother David?" 
hesitated the doctor. 

^^Must look after himself/' was the firm 
reply. "He shall be warned in time — 
leave that to me. He has wriggled himself 
•clear ere now of a worse mess than this. 
David's a slippery eel, that it is hard to hold. 
He must take his ehai^ce." 

*' Quite so — quite so, my little dear," as- 
sented the doctor, who at the bottom of his 
mean soul cared not a jot what became of 
his respectable brother-in-law, provided he 
was in safety himself. " We live in a world 
of chances and changes, and David, like 
others, must go with the stream." After 
which not very clear utterance, the doctor 
continued to rub his plump hands, and 
glance nervously at his wife, whose guid- 
:ance he was prepared implicitly to follow. 

Nor was he far wrong in his resolve. 
^' Tiny," as he called her, was a woman to 
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develop, upon an emergency, extraordinary 
firmness of character. She rose with the 
occasion, and the occasion had never pre-- 
rented itself in so threatening a form as 
now. 

It was no secret at Dripsey Bridge, and 
therefore it was no secret to them — Balm 
and his wife — that a love-engagement had 
existed between Everard Corbett and Ger- 
trude Wentworth. It was also known to 
Mrs. Balm, during her last visit to London, 
that Jane Murdoch's daughter, the too cele- 
brated Totty Fay, had, in some case of 
^* disputed engagement," been represented 
in Court by that rising barrister, Mr. Cor- 
bett, who had brought her thlrough trium- 
phantly. 

It was one of those theatrical cases which 
have so curious an interest to all classes of 
the public, and had been accordingly much 
talked about. 
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Now — so Mrs. Balm reasoned — it was 
likely that Jane Mnrdooh, an utter stranger 
to London, would, nnder the oircnmstances, 
seek out her daughter, and that Eyerard 
Corbett would be the person to whom she 
would appeal for Gertrude's protection. 
Such was the " little woman's " idea, and 
she acted upon it. 

The results will prove that she was 
right. 

To Everard Corbett, then, the Balms de- 
termined to apply, and in the race for be- 
trayal come in at least second. 

"Who knows, Popsy dear," said the 
doctor, rubbing his hands, " but it may turn 

a 

out a good thing for us, after all ? " 

In this hope, and with an eye to an 

amnesty for past offences, this amiable and 

excellently well- suited couple took their 

way to London. 

Mrs. Prudence saw them leave with her 
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tusual cold, respectful impassibility ; and, on 
their part, the doctor and his wife felt that 
the clock-work-like routine of the establish- 
ment would not be disturbed in the least by 
their absence. 

A worthy creature, with no thought be- 
yond her duties. It was a pleasure to have 
so trustworthy and good a manageress as 
Mrs. Prudence. 

While the philanthropists of Windle- 
straw were so congratulating themselves as, 
in all the comfort of a first-class carriage, 
they flew along the iron road that led to 
London, there was flying by them, on faster 
wings, on those so silent-working but ever- 
speaking wires, a full description of their 
two selves, directed to a "friend" of Mrs» 
Prudence in London, with instructions to 
watch them wherever they went, and com- 
municate at once. 

The fact being, that on the departure of 
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the doctor and his wife, trustworthy Mrs. 
Prudence had driven herself oyer to Cinder- 
yille (she was too careful to have anything 
to do with the Windlestraw Station), for 
the sole purpose of forwarding this mes- 
sage. 



CHAPTBE XXXVni. 

POWDER BLUE MAKES A SAFE INVESTMENT. 

The nature of the answer returned to Mrs. 
Prudence's message has already been con- 
yeyed to the reader through Doctor Malyon. 
Without any of that uncertainty of move- 
ment which so often marks the actions of 
©ervous people when they find themselves in 
a " fix ; " without any fuss, in feet, but in 
an utterly calm, orderly, and wholly col- 
lected manner, the head matron of Windle- 
straw set leisurely to work to " make up her 
boxes." 

L 2 
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Her boxes being " made up " to her satis- 
faction, she proceeded to take Powder Blue 
just a little into her confidence. 

To do so, she invited him into her private 
room, placed a bottle and a glass on the 
table, and bade him be seated. 

Now, next to Mathew Eockwood, Joe 
Bradley stood in mortal fear of this diminu- 
tive woman, whose acquaintance he had 
made years back in the Warren. 

Not but that, in her queer way, she had 
shown him kindness— nay, once when 
cholera was busy with the Warren's foul and 
criminal population, it was to her skill and 
courage he owed his life. 

But gratitude was not one of Mr. Brad- 
ley's weaknesses, and he had long ago for- 
gotten that fact. 

Sufficient that he held her in mortal fear 
(there being a very prevalent rumour in the 
Warren that the mummified little herbalist 
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was of the witch breed, and had secret 
dealings with Satan), Bradley was never 
his lying, blustering self in her presence; 
on the contrary, he was all humility, hold- 
ing himself ready to fetch and carry at 
command. 

She knew this, and knew how far she 
•could trust Bradley. 

It was not far, perhaps ; but, as far as it 
went, the man had often proved useful, and 
«he intended to make use of him on the 
present occasion. 

" Sit down, Mr. Bradley." 

" Yes'm ! but arter you is manners ; " 
and, as usual, he knuckled his ill-looking 
forehead. 

" Will you take a glass of this ? " and 
Mrs. Prudence indicated the bottle. 

Mr. Bradley was always somewhat sus- 
picious of the herbalist's concoctions, and 
there was a tremor in his tone as he asked. 
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"What is it?" 

" Eum." 

A pleased expression passed over Mr. 
Bradley's sweet countenance, an expression 
which deepened into a grin, as the woman 
filled the glass to the brim. 

" I looks to-wards you, mem ! meanin' 
respec's ; " and the spirit disappeared down 
his throat as if it had been water. " Tou 
knows my taste, that yon do, mem, to a 
nicety ! " Then he added, his eyes watching 
her with a demure, not to say sheepish look^ 
as she poured out a second glass, " When a 
man is real thirsty, there's nothink like rum 
for a coolin' drink — it's more softer and 
more mellerer than brandy ; and as for gin, 
you must drink such a lot of it afore you 
rightfully feel that you are a-tastin' of any- 
think. Tou know, mem, what the doctor ses ? " 
' " What doctor ? " 

"Doctor Malyings." 
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" Ha I I was thinking of Doctor Balm ; 
and he has more to do with water than with 
rum — ^in the way of business.'' 

" Nothmg h'up with the doctor, I 'ope, 
mem ? " at the same time glancing at her 
with a furtive quickness, for he had caught 
something in Mrs. Prudence's tone that 
alarmed him. " Has the gell — ^the young 
lady — ^been found ? " 

" Yes ; and by those, I imagine, who 
have the best right to her." 

Powder Blue gave a terrific bound in his 
chair, uttered a prolonged whistle, and then, 
as seeking to recover from the shock his 
nervous system had received, this time 
poured himself out a glass of rum. 

" That 'uU be bad for the guv'nor — ^for 
all the guv'nors. What does Muster Bock- 
wood think about it ? " 

" I don't know. I leave Windlestraw, 
to make the necessary inquiries." 
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" Leave Windlestraw ? When ? " 

And with a look of low, startled cunning, 
he waited for her answer. The answer was 
the one he expected. 

" I go at once ! " 

Powder Blue whistled again. 

The woman went on quietly, her keen 
eyes never leaving his face. 

" That is to say, at dusk. I wish my de- 
parture to appear as little like a flight as 
possible — a jaunt, in fact, to a neighbouring 
town, on business." 

"Ah ! " — and Mr. Bradley rubbed his chin 
reflectively ; " but there's the luggage ? " 

" Get it privately into the stables, and 
run it down to the station in your light 
cart. I can put the labels on there, as I 
choose. This must be done, and done well. 
Powder Blue ; and don't forget, if you come 
to trouble, that it was I who gave you the 
the ' office.' " 
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'* Is the whole business bust up ? Mine's 
but poor brains alongside of youm, Mrs. P. ; 
and I don't think when things is at the wust 
you^d leave a h'extra workin' cove, who in 
his time has struggled 'ard for a livin', to go 
to the wall, 'specially when that wall's the 
wall of a prisin." 

'^ You're right there, Bradley. You 
ought to know me by this time. I know 
you for one of the arrantest scoundrels on 
earth!" 

" Oh ! " 

" But I am a woman without prejudices. 
They are the only weeds the air of the 
Warren does not foster. You must help to 
get me out of this — swiftly, secretly." 
(She took out her watch.) "The train I 
want to catch starts at seven p.m., just one 
hour from this." 

"All right. But how about me?" he 
asked, with a whine. " Act up to your 
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noble words, missus, and don't let one a» 
you've known in h'earUer and 'appier day* 
go to the wall/' 

He seemed to like the sonnd of tiie word& 
" go to the wall ; " and, moved by his old^ 
crouching, animal instinct, fell back against 
the side of the room, and began to shoulder 
it, his ruffian face expressive of much, 
alarm ; but it was evident at the same time 
that he trusted in the " good faith " of tiie 
woman. 

" I shall not desert you, because I want 
you now, and shall want you again. That 
address will tell you my whereabouts in 
London. You had better not leave imme- 
diately at my heels ; there is an early mom- 
ing train — 5.30. Go by that." 

She drew from her pocket a leather purse, 
or pouch (she climg to old ways, did Mrs. 
Prudence), and counted out ten sovereigns^ 
which she pushed to him across the table. 
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The fellow's eyes glistened at the sight 
of the gold coin, and for a moment they 
rested with an indescribable expression npon 
the bulky purse. The expression had not 
escaped the awfully sharp eyes of Prudence 
Catt. 

She thoroughly understood it, and she 
laughed. 

" None of that, Powder Blue ! It 
wouldn't j»ay you in any way. You're just 
the very man to get into trouble, and the 
very last to pull yourself out of it. Besides^, 
you forget Mr. Eockwood ! Your only hope 
is in «w. There I " — and she placed the 
leather bag on the table — " am I to continue 
to trust in you, or not ? " 

Mr. Bradley's feelings were deeply hurt. 
He clasped his hands behind his back (he 
had previously taken up the ten sovereigns)^ 
and retired precipitately from the table. 

" Oh, mem ! it's cruel to be 'ard on a poor 
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feller as is tryin' to see his way to do the 
best for hisself in a world as is fuU o' 
trouble. 'Taint in my natur' to fly ag'in' 
my h'own interests, I assure you. No ; not 
though there was thirty p'und in that beast 
of a bag I and at a rough guess, looking at 
it as it lies on the table, I should say it 
contained more." 

^^ It does contain more," she said. 

And poor Powder Blue, the instincts of 
the Warren strong upon him, gave a plain- 
tive gasp as she returned the bag to her 
pocket. 

^' I'll see to all you want," he said, 
briskly, with an air of cringing apology; 
for it had required some minutes for him to 
master his feelings. " You can make allow- 
tmces for a cove, Mrs. P. ? " 

" Every allowance for you. What I want 
is what no one can better manage than your- 
self - -secrecy and silence. The rest concerns 
yourself." 
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"And for which thoughtful kindness 
'umble thanks is returned, Mrs. Prudence. 
And a kindness which has its value is never 
forgotten by ' yours truly.' May I take 
another glass of the soother ? " 

" You may take the bottle, if you like." 

" Thank you— I will." 

He did so very promptly, concealing it 
under the large flaps of his livery coat. 

" Keep your head clear for business. I 
know it's a hard one, or I would not trust 
you with the liquor. I am now going my 
rounds among the patients — the last one," 
she muttered to herself. 

"At seven I'll be at the station. But, 
missis, just a moment afore you go. Is 
things really bust up with those two h'amia- 
ble covies as keeps this 'ere dropsical h'es- 
tablishment ? " 

*^ I don't know — I • should think not. I 
fancy they know how to look after them- 
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t^lves, even at the sacrifice of otber^. Now 
you've no time to lose, nor have I, so obey 
orders." 

Bradley, privately hugging his bottle, 
knuckled his forehead with more respect 
than ever as she left the room. 

" What a woman she'd be in the dock I " 
he murmured, admiringly. ^^Them bam- 
boozlers, the Q.C.'s — queer cusses, as I call 
'em — might jaw their precious wigs oflf 
their 'eads afore they made much out of 
^er/" 

The head matron of Windlestraw House 
vras well on her way to London, with an 
^amount of luggage which Powder Blue, an 
efficient judge in such matters, had pro* 
nounced to be " vast," when that gentle- 
man, plunged in the deepest thought, sat 
brooding over the lodge-fire. 

Mr. Bradley was not what is called a 
oompanionable man ; he preferred to vege- 
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tate alone. What good things he oould 
command in this world he very naturally — 
taking his point of yiew — ^bestowed ex- 
clusively upon himself. 

<^A man must love a something/' he 
would often say ; ^^ and to love a person you 
should know him, and who can a man know 
better than himself? Besides,'' he would 
add, when in a cynical mood, ^' it's the sort 
o' love in which you're sure to have no 
rivals." 

He sat alone in his gate-house, and rumi- 
nated profoundly. 

^^I wouldn't cross that old woman — ^no, 
not for any amount of swag I She's viper 
all over ; there's pison in her from toe to 
top-knot ; and the more she's quiet and soft- 
spoken, the more I wants to ewaporate. 
But I owes something to my reppitation, 
and a'n't a-going to leave this 'onorable 
'ouse, as the M.P.'s say, h'empty *anded. 
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There's not a man in these parts who has 
made a bigger ready-money pile than old 
Balm. It was on'y last week he put up 
that new iron safe from London in his bed- 
room. New iron safe! Fatent-indescribable- 
everything-defying E'yalty Safe, never to 
be opened 'cept on the day o' judgment I 
I think these could do it, though." 

He had opened a drawer, and now took 
from it several curiously-&shioned instru- 
ments, which, with admiring eyes and al- 
most tenderness of touch, he laid out upon 
the table. 

Carefully drawing the curtain of the 
window, he lighted a candle, and proceeded 
with his inspection. 

"There they are, the beauties! — ^brace 
and bit, drill, file and skillingtons " (skele- 
ton keys), " all complete ! If a thing isn't 
to be done scientific, 'tain't worth the doin^ 
at all ! Science is what I goes in for when 
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I (fo go to work. A man without science is 
a disgrace to the purfession.'' 

He took some pieces of oiled leather from 
the same drawer, and proceeded caxefcdly to 
polish each one of the queer-looking instru- 
ments, talking the while in an under-tone to 
himself. 

" He has put most of the plate there, I 
know — the genuine 'all mark, and all right ! 
The h'electro is locked up in the pantry, and 
there it may stop for me I The h'electro ! — 
yah ! 'ow I 'ates such sneakin' deception ! " 
And this virtuous admirer of the benefits of 
science polished viciously at a peculiar sort 
of centrebit he was holding. 

" There must be some of the brads there, 
too I " he continued, meditatively. " He's 
been drawin' out of the bank pretty heavy, 
in case of h'accidents, I s'pose. Lor' I lor' I 
what a world it is I If I was to be homed 
over agin, and had my ch'ice, it should be 
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in some other planet, where there wam't 
no temptashins, and consequenfihily, no 
perlice I " 

He continued his rubbing for some time ; 
then, pronouncing everything to be in 
^^ first-rate " condition, put the tools into a 
bag. 

'^ Unless this wonderful safe as I've heerd 
the doctor brag so much on is something as 
was never heerd on afore, the job oughtn't 
to take me long. I can get into the room 
by climbin' over the werandah. It's al- 
together too h'easy a crack for a man o' my 
inwentions." 

He glanced at a sallow-fiiced Dutch clock 
that was ticking sullenly in a comer. 

^^ I shall 'ave more than time to pack the 
swag, and take a mossel o' brekfiist; for 
next to a h'empty 'ouse I 'ates a h'empty 
stomach ; and then I starts by the 6.30, as 
I promised the old 'un," 
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So saying, he blew out the light, after 
having first of all provided himself with a 
dark lantern flrom his seemingly inex- 
haustible drawer, opened the door of the 
lodge, and sneaked off on his burglarious 
errand. 

T.en minutes afterwards, Mr. Powder 
Blue is standing in front of a small private 
room, or closet, leading off from the doctor's 
bed-chamber, and is " at work." 

He had scaled the verandah, prized open 
the window with the ease of one thoroughly 
accustomed to such proceedings, and now, 
with his tools placed out before him in a 
methodical and business-like manner, is 
busily " at work " on the iron door of 
Doctor Balm's strong-room. 

The London safe, under the hands of 
such a manipulator, proves, as he had pro- 
phesied, no very difficult job. 

It consisted of a strong iron door, em- 

M 2 
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bedded in stone-work, and moyed upon a 
spring. 

To find out this spring was his first task y 
to do which he resorted to the well-known 
process of ^^ skinning/' selecting for the 
operation some tools from his " kit." 

He first of all bored through the metal 
lining of the massive door, selecting the 
spots with the eye of a thorough workman ; 
then, with a formidable instrument, half- 
crowbar, half-claw, he wrenched away the 
iron facing as though it had been paper. 

The keys he carried had proved of no- 
avail, so he now must get at the spring, and 
so force back the lock. 

He had drilled and torn away another and 
yet another casing, when accident gave him 
a success beyond his hopes. 

The powerful lever he was using — the 

" claw-jemmy," as it was known in the 

/'trade" — jerked aside from where he waa 
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■operating, and struck violently a point of 
OoA iron-work a little distance off. 

The effect was electrical. The heavy 
door, yielding to its spring, started open, 
and Powder Bine restrained with di£B,ctilty 
a shout of joy. 

" Bich for life ! " he muttered ; and 
snatching up his lantern, he hurried in. 

The room was feced with stone, and on 
every side were shelves ; but the shelves 
were empty ! ! I 

The hurglar, as he flashed his lantern 
round, stared aghast. 

Nothing — absolutely nothing! 

Never had human face produced an ex- 
pression of more utter disappointment. 

" 1 know tlic plute was here," ho groaned, 

wiping the thick perspinition from his heavy 

■' What's this ? " and lie stooped to 

lall glittering object that lay 

3 ground. " 




i66 Who Will Save Her? 

It was only a common pinchbeck brooch^ 
but he had seen that brooch on the bosom of 
Mrs* Prudence that morning. 

He uttered a howl of fury. 

'' Bobbed ! by jingo ! Cus' that woman,'^ 
he said, ^^with her h'artfnlnesses and dis- 
honest ways I She's been aforehand wi'^ 
me ! " 

And he was right. 

Mrs. Prudence had gutted the safe! 

Out of his mind with rage and baffled 
avarice, the disappointed burglar dashed the 
brooch upon the ground, and literally danced 
upon it in his passion. 

TJnfortxmately for him, as he did so, his 
foot and arm struck against the half-closed 
door. It swung back under the force of 
the blow ; then, swiftly returning on its 
well-oiled hinges, closed with a startling 
clang, and the spring refixed itself with a 
jerk. 
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Powder Blue gave a scream of horror. 

His housebreaking tools were on the out- 
side. 

He had nothing with him but the lantern 
he held in his hand. 



CHAPTER XXXIX. 

MRS. BLEEK IN TOWN. 

Tom Bbompton, upon reaching London after 
the eventful night at the Abbey, had has- 
tened to communicate what had occurred to 
his master. 

At first it was with the utmost incredulity 
that Mr. Everard Corbett listened to his 
clerk's extraordinary story, but the lad's 
almost passionate assertions as to its truth, 
and the visible effect it had made upon his not 
too impressionable nature, caused the young 
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barrister at last to pay a more serious atten- 
tion to his narrative ; so much so, that he 
made him repeat it in the presence of his 
two friends, Mr. Frampton and Jefferson 
Fane, and, afterwards, to the good rector, 
Francis Mildmay, who happened to be in 
town at the time. 

A word concerning the rector. 

The memories connected with Wentworth 
and Dripsey had proved too painful for the 
^^ easy-going" parson, and it was now some 
years since he had soUcited and obtained an 
exchange of livings, taking with him, to a 
place where his vagabond antecedents were 
unknown, Peter Applethwaite — making that 
queer fellow his own body-servant, with the 
one eccentric condition, that no livery would 
be required; and no better or more 
attached servitor was to be found in all the 
county. 

They laughed together, they fished to- 
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gether, and, while waiting for the ever- 
expected bite, the rector would read from 
his fevonrite book, till Peter, in time, be- 
came as thoroughly acquainted with i the 
^ Complete Angler ' as his master ; but, in 
his case, familiarity never bred contempt, 
and his respect was only surpassed by hi» 
affection. So a council of four was held in 
Everard's chambers, and various conclusions 
arrived at. • 

It was agreed that the nocturnal visitor at 
the Abbey was some poor insane creature, 
escaped from an asylum, and who, having 
heard of the sad story connected with Went- 
worth Abbey, had, as is usual with persons 
in her unfortunate condition, identified her- 
self with it. 

All determined that, even as a matter of 
humanity, the affair should be looked into, 
and inquiries made. 

Frampton, the dry old lawyer, and repre- 
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sentatiye of the past, recommended the em- 
ployment of a detective. 

Jefferson Fane, bright, keen man of the 
present, respectftilly ridiculed the idea. 

"A detective," said he, *^ is the greatest 
sham, the most thorough windbag, of modem 
times. If I were mixed in any affair I 
wished hopelessly to muddle, I guess I 
should employ a detective. What is your 
private detective ? A mean fellow, by the^ 
nature of his calling ; a lying fellow, because, 
like a ^ foreign correspondent,' unless he 
regularly makes his news, he get's no pay ; 
he walks in a perpetual fog, generally of his 
own creating, and the denser he makes that 
fog, the better for him. He's a sort of 
human cuttle-fish, fouling the waters that 
before were clear — bah ! " And the Ameri- 
can, who was smoking a cigarette, nearly 
swallowed it in his indignation. *^ I never 
knew anything gained out of a ^private^ 
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inqniiy' by such means but grie^ dis- 
appointment, and disgrace." 

" Suppose we go down to Dripsey for a 
4ay or two ? " said the easy-going Parson 
Frank. ^^ It wouldn't be time lost. I can 
assure you there is some capital fishing in 
ihe neighbourhood, and my man, Peter, 
knows all the best spots." 

" First-rate notion ! " said Jefferson, laugh- 
ing ; '^ and I don't care, minister, if I make 
one of the party. We shall be safe to land 
fiomething, at any rate." 

And so it was decided that Everard, the 
lawyer. Fane, the doctor, and Frank Mild- 
may, the parson, should make the journey to 
Dripsey Bridge, and take up their quarters 
in its neighbourhood. 

This journey, however, was doomed not 
to be made. 

Tom, secretly indignant at the incredu- 
lous way in which his communication had 
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at first been received, resolved upon a bold 
stroke. 

He would substantiate his evidence by a 
witness. 

He would bring up Mrs. Bleek. Yes, he 

would uproot that ancient tree, and bring 
her bodily, with her visions and her dreams, 
into his master's presence in London. 

Mrs. Bleek in London! The idea was^ 
worthy of Tom's colossal mind. 

To draw the old owl from her ancient 
dwelling-place, and set her blinking her dim 
eyes in the full glare of eager, hurrying^ 
bustling day. 

And the energetic Tom was as good as his 
word. Up she did come, after much strategy 
and nearly forcible persuasion; her own 
fears of DarknoU, and the deepening horror 
of her position, aiding the lad's endeavour 
not a little. Up she came, did good Mr& 
Bleek ; and, kept moving (as he called it) 
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l)y her impulsive grandson, drifted into 
Everard Corbett's chambers. 

It would be impossible to describe in what 
manner and by what slow degrees the be- 
wildered woman^ "kept moving'^ by Tom, 
ix>ld her strange stories ; how, treating her 
with the utmost kindness, the young lawyer 
{always aided by Tom, who managed his 
grandmother admirably), drew from Mrs. 
Bleek what she knew, collecting the dis- 
jointed pieces as they lay in her mind, 
jumbled in a seemingly hopeless confusion 
and fitting them together carefrdly, though 
with no hope of a satisfactory result. 

She spoke of the great storm as haying 
^* nim-fusticated " her, and described her 
<5oming to grief under the spreading branches 
of the yew. 

She told, trembling herself the while, and 
^yer fearfdl lest the little hunchbacked 
^steward should appear at any moment, grin- 
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ning and menacing at her shoulder — ^how, in 
her dream — ^always in her dream— of the 
stopping of the carriage at the churchyard 
gates, and its waiting there in that lonely 
«pot, at that unearthly hour, and in the 
midst of the raging storm. 

She shuddered and wrung her hands as 
she went on to tell that, in her dream, the 
Abbey vaults were opened, and how she had 
seen figures— one, two, three, four, five, 
(counting on her fingers) — emerge from the 
side-door beneath the great painted window 
— ^a door never, or but rarely, used ; how, 
moved by, as it seemed to her, an irresistible 
impulse, she had crept towards them over 
the ^ rain-soaked hillocks and tall, coarse 
grass ; how it was, then, that she perceived 
a sixth figure, not walking, but carried by 
the rest ; and how, as the poor soul craned 
her neck and raised herself upon her knees, 
urged so to do by an awe-struck but over- 
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powering curiosity, the fierce wind had dis* 
turbed for a moment the folds of the mantl& 
that was wrapped around the figure that 
was carried and she had seen; and that 
was the all-abiding terror of the dream 
which, as she said, pursued her night and 
day — the beautiful dead face of her 
beloved young mistress, Gertrude Went* 
worth. 

We will not pause to remark upon the 
effect the housekeeper's strange story had 
upon Everard, nor the fearful — too fearful 
to be entertained at once — suspicion that 
darted across his mind ; but go on with Mrs. 
Bleek's narrative, which Tom mentally pro- 
nounced to be a " stunner." 

With the utmost difficulty it was drawn 
from the housekeeper that, from the time of 
her being found lying amidst the graves in 
a swoon by Benjamin Darknoll, she had 
been almost a prisoner at the Abbey. Kot 



Mrs. Bleek in Town. 177 

that she had cared much to wander else- 
where, her friends in the village being few 
and, for the most part, as old and crumbly 
as herself ; but the watch kept over her was 
evident even to her dazed faculties ; and at 
times, when she would allude to the ever- 
haunting terror of her dream, the soft- 
spoken steward changed into the image 
of what the poor soul denominated "the 
wust of fiends as ever spit fire an' smoke, 
clawin' and fist-shakin', and a gnashin' of 
the few teeth he had in his head, as if he 
wur a churnin' his words to make 'em sound 
wus. He was always a-threatenin' me wi' 
being sent off to a mad-house to be head- 
shaven, and iron-chained, and birch-broomed 
every morning without soap or towels, which 
is a state of things not pleasant at my time 
of life." 

But — ^and here came the anxious question 
for Tom, it involving the state of his rela- 

VOL, ni. N 
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tive^s "intellectuals" — Mrs. Bleek was 
positive as to one thing : that, if ever the 
dead walked the earth (as she most firmly 
believed it was their constant habit to do), 
Gertrude Wentworth had sat in her room 
the night when the strange visitant had 
arrived. " Strange," asseverated the old 
woman, " to all others but me ; but my own 
dear one sat in that chair, and no other ; 
and it was Miss Gertrude and no other I 
saw to her chamber. She was sadly changed, 
poor weary one " — (Mrs. Bleek looked upon 
her entirely as a vision) — "as had come 
back to see the great place, and give a 
smile to one as loved her. No one had a 
smile like Miss Gertrude; often has it 
warmed my old heart when all was dreary 
and low, and the chills was over every- 
thing." 

The cross-examining of Mrs. Bleek was a 
very stubborn aflfair. 
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Everard Corbett, as a barrister, prided 
himself upon possessing that pleasing power 
of pulling a witnesses's evidence to bits, 
dragging out the reluctant, and rendering 
still more loquacious the talkative^ The 
most humane of men away from his 
professional duties, his cruelty to the 
"witness in the box" was positively 
awful; and many a man, after undergoing 
the fiery ordeal, have attributed their first 
grey hairs to " Corbett's cross-examina- 
tion." 

Bless you I had he been fifty Corbetts — 
fifty thousand Corbetts, with a regiment of 
Hawkinses and Ballantynes hovering in his 
rear — he and they could have got nothing 
by cross-examining Mrs. Bleek. 

Her story told, as far as she was 
concerned, the matter was over; and 
Tom marched off with his grandmother, 
with full directions from his master to 
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dson, and meekly obeying all his be- 
s, sighed for the solenm stillness of the 

ae she had left, and the dull routine of — 

her — tiie dear old Abbey. 

But Haster Tom had a fine time of it 




CHAPTER XL. 



MORE VISITORS. 



ScABCELT had Mrs. Bleek and her grandson 
taken their departure, than two other visitors 
were announced to Mr. Everard Corbett. 

Announced by a splendid card, beautifully 
embossed, and tinted a delicate rose-pink. 

On the card^ Mrs. Balm's name had been 
inserted in pencil above that of her husband, 
and "WiNDLESTRAw House Sanitary and 
Hydropathic Establishment" appeared in 
fancy characters at the right-hand comer. 

" Balm ! Balm ! Who the deuce is 
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Doctor Balm, and Mrs. Balm ? Show them 
in." 

It was a sight worth seeing, that charm- 
ing couple, as they entered, so perfectly self- 
possessed, so affectionate to each other, so 
urbanely polite to the happy gentleman they 
had condescended — it seemed like condescen- 
sion—to visit. 

A pair of plump turtle-doves, that cooed 
as they walked, and seemed to be murmur- 
ing thanksgivings to a kind world, that had 
made them so sleek and happy. 

The doctor, with his face of a sheep, and 
beak of a bird of prey, was faultless in his 
" get up ; " and though he hobbled slightly, 
from the tightness of his varnished boots, 
his demeanour would have done credit to 
Beau Brummel, or the long-forgotten Mr. 
Simpson, of Vauxhall notoriety. 

His wife 1 Ah ! if imagination could 
conceive an angel on the highest of peg-top 
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heels, wearing the sweetest, fairy-like hat, 
carrying the most charming of lace-fringed 
parasols, and with a juvenile blush upon 
either cheek (just a little too vivid, perhaps), 
that angel was present in the person of Mrs. 
Balm. 

"Tour business with me?" asked 
Everard, somewhat sharply; for, strange 
to say, he was not favourably impressed, 
neither by the manner nor appearance of 
his visitorB. 

" My name is, perhaps, known to you," — 
and the doctor pointed to the card Everard 
still held in his hand. "Balm — Doctor 
Balm, of Windlestraw House. This is my 
good lady. A treasure — a perfect treasure, 
though I say it, who. shouldn't ! " 

" Septimus ! " murmured the lady, in a 
tone of remonstrance, at the same time 
touching him lightly with her parasoL 
" Septimus — don't ! " 
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" My dear, I will I Merit shall be given 
where merit is due 1 " Then, turning with 
a smile to Everard, who was looking on at 
these connubialities with much impatience, 
" I see, my dear Sir, that you have yet to 
learn the position and high moral philan- 
thropic purpose of the large and widely- 
celebrated establishment of which I have the 
honour to be the proprietor. Windlestraw 
has been found " (here the doctor began to 
quote the prospectus) — "will be found to 
combine health in its highest forms, and 
happiness in its most domestic character !" 

Everard here again broke in with in- 
creased impatience. 

"My time is of value," he said; "and 
unless you can come to the point at once, 
and state your business, I must beg you to 
retire, and do so by letter ; or one of my 
clerks, perhaps, will do as well as myself." 

" Stop, Mr. Corbett " (it was the lady who 
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now spoke), ^^ and please don't ring, as the 
business we come about is of the greatest 
importance to very many persons, including 
yourself. Shall I go on, Dolly ? " 

" My heart's jewel, proceed. If it is to 
be done, as the poet has ably remarked, ^ it 
were well it were done quickly ; ' which I'm 
afraid — ah, ah ! excuse a little outburst of 
merriment, Mr. Corbett — would not do as 
motto for our law courts. * Procrastination,' 
as I think the same sublime poet has done 
us the honour to observe, ^ is the thief of 
time,' but a thief that makes the fortune of 
lawyers. No offence, Mr. Corbett — ^no 
offence ! " 

" Septimus ! " 

" My angel ! " 

*^ Hold your tongue ! " said the lady, se- 
verely, and with a greenish glare in her 
round eyes. " Hold your tongue ! " 

" I am silent, my soul's adored ! " Then 
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to Everard, who began to think he had to 
do with a couple of lunatics, the doctor 
added, confidentially, "A most eloquent 
woman, Mr. Corbett, and a woman of the 
highest principle ! " 

^^ We are here," continued the lady, only 
noticing her husband's compliment by giving 
him a severe prod with her parasol, ^' on a 
matter pf the gravest importance, before 
entering into the details of which it is neces- 
sary that we — ^that is to say, the doctor and 
I — shall be assured of our thorough safety ; 
that we shall be protected from all un- 
pleasant consequences." 

^' Any after reward," murmured the irre- 
pressible doctor, " we shall cheerfully leave 
to the generosity of the parties." 

'< If" — ^the lady dropping her voice, and 
keeping her cunning false gaze fixed on 
Everard Corbett — "it has been our mis- 
fortune to have been unconscious agents in 
a great crime — " 
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" Quite unconscioufl," put in the doctor. 
^^ You will please to emphasize that word a 
little more, my dear. Let us have no blot 
— no blot upon the escutcheon of the House 
of Windlestraw. Let everything be open as 
day, and pure asite own bramig air -» 

" Linocent agents in the hands of others," 
the woman went on. "What, I ask you, 
Mr. Corbett, both as a man and a lawyer, 
what is it our first duty to do ? " 

" To remedy the error you have committed, 
and to right, as far as possible, any wrong 
that others have committed," answered 
Everard, who, struck by the woman's chaoge 
of manner, was growing a little more inte- 
rested. 

"Just so I But, Mr. Corbett," continued 
the lady, " it is one thing to assist the cause 
of justice, and quite another thing to offer 
oneself as a martyr to it. Now, with a 
heart overflowing with benevolence — " 
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A tremendous sigh here escaped from the 
doctor. 

" Ai).d a sincere love of truth and justice, 
we must, however, be made personally safe^ 
Mr. Corbett, — entirely safe — ^before we ren- 
der assistance in this matter, and help to 
unravel what I fear will prove a plot of the 
most subtle and darkest kind." 

All trace of coquetry had disappeared. 
Mrs. Balm was, at last, speaking to the pur- 
pose. She was terribly in "earnest, and 
looked it. The doctor said nothing; he 
knew the case to be in better hands than 
his own, and smiled upon her, satisfied. 

" If I understand you rightly," said Eve- 
rard, — " and it is well we should avoid all 
circumlocution in these matters, — ^you possess 
a secret, and would sell it ? " 

" No," said the lady, emphatically ; while 
the doctor, horrified at the possibility of a 
moral man and a philanthropist harbouiing 
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such a mercenary idea, threw up his plump 
little hands in protesting horror. ^' No," re- 
peated the lady. '^ What we would bargain 
for, and what we mtist have, is a positive 
and written assurance of our own safety — ^an 
understanding that, under any circumstances, 
we shall be protected from aU unpleasant 
consequences. Do I make myself clear, Mr. 
Corbett ? " 

" So far, yes. But I must now ask — in 
what does this matter concern me ? If it is 
my advice you seek, you must do so in the 
regular way, through a solicitor." 

" Our visit is paid to you in your private, 
and not your professional capacity. Am I 
not right, doctoi: ? " 

"As ever!" and the doctor pressed his 
finger-tips to his lips, and waved them 
lightly in the air. 

^^ In my private capacity I " Everard had 
again taken up the embossed card. " But, 
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my good people " (he hesitated at the word 
good), *' I never even heard your names 
before ! " 

The doctor shook his head pityingly, and 
sighed. 

^^ Nor that of Windlestraw House." 

" Strange ! " broke in the doctor ; " and 
yet" (he was at the advertisement again) 
"4ts fame may be considered as world- 
wide. Situated in one of the healthiest 
spots in England, it offers advantages not to 
be met with elsewhere. It will be found 
beneficial to those suffering from nervous 
exhaustion, from hallucination of the mind,' 
$t cetera. It is there, Mr, Corbett, at a 
small profit — a very small profit to ourselves 
— we, as the poet says, have learned the 
luxury of doing good." 

" Septimus ! • ' 

" Treasure ? " 

" Do keep quiet ! " 



192 Who Will Save Her? 

" As a mouse, my dear — as a mouse in the 
heart of a cheese. H'ot another squeak! 
not another squeak ! " 

But the doctor's quotation from his eternal 
prospectus had started an idea in the young 
lawyer's mind, not an unnatural one, con- 
nected as it was with Tom Brompton's story, 
and the recent visit of Mrs. Bleek. Were 
these two people owners of the asylum from 
which the poor girl had escaped ? 

His question followed immediately upon 
his thought. 

" Is this Windlestraw House of yours," 
he asked, with assumed carelessness, but 
narrowly watching the faces of the two 
turtle-doves before him, *^ anywhere near 
Dripsey Bridge ? " 

Despite their usual self-control, the doctor 
and his wife started violently, and there 
passed between them a quick glance of 
alarm. 
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" I was right," thought Everard. 

" Has anybody been beforehand with us ? 
What does he know, and how much ? " were 
the thoughts that passed through the minds 
of both Mr. and Mrs. Balm. The lady was 
the first to speak. 

" Why do you ask ? " she said guardedly. 

" Oh ! T have no reason for secrecy. A 
poor lunatic was found wandering in the 
latter place, and, from your card, and what 
this gentleman says, I thought — " (he 
paused, and looked at them attentively, but 
they had quite recovered their composure) 
— " that she might have escaped from your 
establishment." 

There was silence for some moments,, 
when to Everard Corbett's immense asto- 
nishment, the woman rose suddenly from 
her chair, and laid her han/ upon his 
arm. / 

" Give us your word of honour, Mr 

VOL. III. 
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Corbett, that what I am about to say 
shall be sacred between us, and that, under 
no circumstanceSi shall the present confidence 
be used to our, the doctor, my husband's 
injury, and my own.'' 

■ 

Corbett hesitated. Matters were, indeed, 
becoming serious. 

" How can I do that," he asked, " even 
if I had the power ? " 

"You have the power," said the woman 
impatiently, the same fierce glare showing 
itself in the crafty eyes ; " or we should not 
be here. Come — we will play cards on the 
table ; that is to say, I will show you a part 
of my hand, and you shall judge for your- 
self whether it is worth your while to bid 
for the remainder. We are not seeking to 
extort black mail. We are the innocent 
victims of other people's villany." 

" The world is full of bad people ! " 
chorussed the doctor. 
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"We have been grossly deceived, and 
would do justice to everyone." 

" Everyone ! ' echoed the doctor. 

"What we ask is protection from — " 
She paused, as for a word ; the lawyer sup- 
plied a conclusion to her sentence. 

"Prom the consequences of youl* own 
folly. Is that it ? " 

"From the consequences of a too ready 
trust in others," said the doctor ; " from a 
belief in the goodness and humanity of the 
world." 

Everard turned from him to the woman. 

" You have not yet shown me the portion 
of the cards you spoke of ; play the first, and 
we may the better understand one another." 

" I will." 

" My dear ! " began the doctor, nervously. 

" Pshaw 1 do you keep quiet. I know 
what I'm about. My appeal will be to Mr. 
Oorbett's interest, not his feelings;" and 

2 
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addressing the now thoroughly-amazed 
lawyer, the "little woman" went on, 
"H'ow to play card the first. The 
wanderer yoa speak of did escape from onr 
asylum." 

"From all the comforts of a fireside, 
superadded to those luxuries which money 
alone can purchase or benevolence offer," 
chimed in the doctor. 

" She had been under our care for years^ 
and was treated with the utmost kindness; 
Kindness is the rule at Windlestraw — it 
paysP 

Here the doctor, who had drawn a snowy 
cambric handkerchief from his pocket in 
readiness for any little emotional effect, felt 
he must say something. 

" We could not have done more for our 
own dear child had Providence vouchsafed 
us one ; but the maternal faculty in Mrs. B. 
is greal^very great ; as a phrenologist, I 
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may say that when ^benevolence' is in 
question, Mrs. B. is all bump ! " 

Without deigning to listen to him, his 
wife went on. 

" When with us, she was known as Mary 
Percival ; but before she came to us, and in 
the world, she had another name. Shall I 
tell it you ? " 

What strange feeling had come over 
Everard Corbett, that when he essayed to 
speak, his tongue seemed paralyzed, and, as 
under the fascination of a serpent, he looked 
into the woman's cruel, viperous eyes, half- 
expectant of what was to come. 

" I win tell you," she said. " Her name 
was Geetrude Wbntwoeth 1 " 

So Mrs. Balm played her first card, and 
with a triumphant effect. 

"Bless me! Mr. Corbett! Sir! My 
dear, ring the bell for a glass of water." 

Everard, pale as death, his eyes open, 
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but like eyes that see not, had fallen back 
in his chair, but for the support of which he- 
would have fallen to the ground. 

He looked as one dead, and for a moment 
the doctor and his wife believed him to be 
so. 

" Eing for water I ^' 

"I'll do notlung of the kind. Do you 
want witnesses? Don't be a fool, Dolly, 
but loosen his necktie. Stop I he's coming 
to himself. The shock is more than I 
thought it would be." 

When Everard recovered consciousness, it 
was with difficulty and but slowly that he 
recalled what had occurred. When he had 
done so, he motioned to the doctor and hic^ 
wife to be seated. 

^^ And, now, let me know all — you shall 
have every protection you require; I can 
answer for that. I pledge you my honour 
you may speak without reserve^" 
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Long lasted the interview that followed, 
so long, that the confidential clerk in the 
outer office grew nneasy, and was about 
knocking at the door upon some excuse, 
when it opened, and the turtle-doves flut- 
tered out — at least, one fluttered and the 
other hopped — a somewhat undove-like 
means of progression, but the simile must 
stand. 

They quitted the chambers soberly 
enough; but, like the two augurs in the 
story, no sooner were they safely arrived on 
the great staircase of the suite of chambers 
below, than they looked each other in the 
face, and laughed. 

The cards had been played well. They 
had sold their confederates one and all, and 
the consciences of these worthy people were 
considerably lightened. 

It is pleasant to think that their mirth 
was soon to have a check, and a severe one. 
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When the doctor opens the door of his 
private room at Windlestraw, a curious sight 
will greet him. A set of housebreaking 
tools outside the closed safe ; while in it, all 
muddled up, is the body of the housebreaker 
himself, dead as a door-nail, with a fierce 
frown on his ugly brow, and a blue mark, 
more distinct than ever, on his white and 
rigid face. 

For Mrs. Balm there is also in store a 
Uttle surprise. 

Trustworthy Mrs. Prudence — ^where is 
she? 

Ah ! that good lady had also known how 
to take time by the forelock, and provide — 
like the excellent general she was — ^a secure 
retreat. 

She is at present reading the ^Pilgrim's 
Progress,' her favourite book, on the deck of 
a Cunard steamer, her destination New York, 
and in her pocket and trunks the money 
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and plate of the philanthropist of Windle- 
straw. 

As Doctor and Mrs. Balm pass out of the 
Temple gateway and cross the busy street, 
they are both nearly run over by a smart 
brougham, driving up at a dangerous 
speed. 

The doctor, covered with mud, hops on 
the opposite kerb, frightened and angry, 
followed by his "tiny treasure," who is 
jostled hither and thither by the crowd of , 
passengers, as she regards her spoilt plumage 
with horror. 

From the brougham window a charmingly 
pretty head is protruded, and its owner con- 
temptuously laughs at them. 

It is Totty Fay, ever delighting in mis- 
chief; but she is suddenly drawn back into 
the interior of the vehicle by a hand of 
iron. 

" Fool ! those are the folk jfrom Windle- 
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straw, and they've been beforehand wi'' 
ns." 

The speaker was Mrs. Jane Mnrdock;, 
and nhe was on her road to Everard Corbett^ 
in company with her daughter. 



CHAPTEE XLI. 

THE GAMERS UP ! 

** The game's up ! " Such were the words 
Eockwood wrote to his wife. 

Warrants were already out for his arrest 
and Malyon's, but the wily lawyer had dis- 
appeared ; and the equally wily doctor, 
doubly forewarned, first by Mrs. Prudence, 
and then by his affectionate relatives, the 
Balms, had faded away into his original 
nothingness. The brougham vanished Uke 
CindereUa's carriage, and the house in Ear- 
ley-street was " to let." The world— that 



204 Who Will Save Her? 

is, the doctor's fEishionable patients, his 
world — wondered greatly for a few day's or 
so ; but life is too short for us to interest 
ourselves for long in any but ^^ Number 
One ; " so in a week or two, at most, the 
fashionable carriages rolled elsewhere, and 
the jovial doctor was forgotten. 

In his hiding-place, how devoutly he 
hoped he was — by the police ! 

Mrs. Bleek is still engaged in a round of 
<)easeless dissipation, rushing about London 
from place to place under the guidance and 

stewardship of her affectionate grandson, to 

* 

whom she has taken a great liking; but 
far away, shadowed by its venerable trees, 
the gloomy old Abbey has yet three tenants. 

Daddy Darknoll, Diana Bockwood, and 
her son. 

As yet — ^why it was difficult to say — ^no 
steps had been taken against the two 
men. 
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Both meditated flight, and were in abject 
fear. 

DarknoU, not for himself, but for the^ 
child of his heart — the Baronet of his own 
creation — Philip, the cowardly, the ungrate- 
ful, and the false. 

Philip, who, in this hour of extreme peril, 
was thoroughly unnerved, alternately curs- 
ing them all for having brought him into 
this scrape, and entreating wildly for counsel 
and help. 

The reproaches the old man and his 
daughter bore meekly ; the entreaties they 
responded to as far as was in their power. 

Diana's strong nature was greatly broken 
by what had occurred. She, like the rest, 
was bewildered by the sudden crumbling in 
of the edifice their evil heads had so art- 
fully conceived, their evil hands so carefully 
built. 

All had been prepared for flight, for it 
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^aB agreed that Philip had better be kept 
out of the way till it was seen, on the part 
of Gertrude (incapable of acting for her- 
self), what steps would be taken. 

To all intents and purposes, as seen from 
their point of view, and guided by their 
belief in the little knowledge their oppo- 
nents possessed, Philip was still Sir Philip 
Wentworth, and none but he could own his 
father's estates. 

*^ They must show their hand soon," ad- 
vised Bockwood, unconsciously repeating 
the simile of Mrs. Balm, ^^ and nothing can 
be done till we see what cards they mean to 
play ; but, at every sacrifice, get Philip out 
of the way. He will, of course, if once in 
their hands, ruin everything and everybody 
—especially himself." 

To carry out this desirable end, the law- 
yer forwarded money to his wife. 

"They can't touch you," he said; "a 
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mfe is under the control of her husband.'' 
*' Is she by Jove ! " he added to himself as 
he wrote the words. " I wish the fellow 
who made that a law had been married to 
Diana ! " 

And, assisted by DarknoU, who seemed to 
have recovered the energy of his youth for 
the time, he secretly made preparations for 
Philip's departnire, now always in company 
with the old man, for the Continent, where, 
under an assumed name, he could await in 
safety the progress of events. 

It was the night before his projected de- 
parture that Philip, who grew more inso- 
lent as he thought himself more safe, broke 
out into storms of invective upon the two 
who were doing so much to serve him, and 
^ne of whom was so submissive to his 
will 

*^ What right have any of you to mix me 
up with your plote and devices? I was 
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safe enough as things were. Who could 
have stood up against me, or claimed an 
acre of ground? But you^' (this to his 
mother) — " you and that dashed rascal, 
Eockwood, couldn't let well alone ! What 
was I to gain by my sister's removal — ^tell 
me that?" 

" You know we suspected a will to be in 
existence — feared the possibility of one being 
made," began DarknoU. 

But Philip cut him short. 

" Suspected ! Yes, that's just like you,, 
always suspecting somebody or something, 
as if everyone was as bad as your wicked 
old self ! " 

The old man bore the insult meekly, and 
said nothing ; while Philip went on, still more 
angrily, " And now I've got to cut and run 
for it ! " (kicking viciously at a large valise, 
which Darknoll had just finished packing). 
" For me, there's no place like old England 1 






The Gamers Up I 209 

It's the only place where a fellow can go 
the pace as a gentleman should. Those 
chaps abroad know as much about a 
horse as I do about a kangaroo — less ; be- 
sides, I never could manage their beastly 
lingo ! They tried to whack it into me at 
school, with Latin and Greek, and a lot of 
such stuff; but, as I'd lots of tin, I tipped 
the other chaps to do the ^ dashed ' lessons 
for me ; so I gave the Dons the go-bye, and 
won in a canter I I took three prizes, and 
never wrote a line. One tongue's enough 
for an Englishman, and a precious deal too 
much for some Englishwomen" (here he 
glanced at his mother) : " they don't know 
how to make a proper use of it ! " And 
the young patriot filled himself a glass of 
wine from a decanter that stood on the 
table. 

" We must start by the early train," said 
VOL. m. p 



2IO Who Will Save Her? 

Darknoll, rising from the vaKse, whose 
straps he had been buckling. 

" 6.10,'' and Philip pulled a handsome 
watch from his pocket. " A nice time for 
a fellow to be roused out of his beauty 
sleep ! Why, it's near twelve o'clock now ! 
It's all very well for you tough old birds 
who go to roost when the sun goes down, 
who can rise with the lark, and all that sort 
of thing. I can't ! My larks are of the 
town sort, that ' won't go home till morn- 
ing.' " 

He was laughing at this pleasing conceit, 
when his attention was attracted to a folded 
and sealed note, which, as he drew out his 
watch, had fallen from his pocket to the 
ground. 

" Oh ! " he said, kicking it with his foot ; 
^^ that's a letter for you " (to Diana). " Pick 
it up. Daddy." 

The steward did so. 
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" I got it this afternoon jfrom a fellow 
who met me in the Park — a rummy-looking 
■chap, who walked away after delivering it, 
without askiQg for a sixpence — not that 
he'd have got it, though," said the cub, 
with a chuckle ; " things don't look bright 
enough for that. I forgot all about it till 
now; but better late than never. Why, 
what's up ? " 

He might well ask, for the expression on 
his mother's face, as she perused the letter 
she had opened, was terrible. All trace of 
colour had faded from her swarthy face, and 
her dark brows were knitted together in an 
^gony of apprehension. 

The letter was from Eockwood, and con- 
tained these four words, and no more : — 

'' WilPa found/ Games up I " 



p 2 



CHAPTEK XLIL 

THE ESCUTCHEON OF THE WENTWORTEffi* 

A BOMB-SHELL, descending suddenly into ft 
tent fiill of half-awakened people, could 
scarcely have created greater commotion 
than did the brief missive of Mathew Bock- 
wood. 

For some minutes, even Diana's strong 
spirit gaye way. Covering her &ce with 
her hands, she sank into a chair and burst 
into a passion of tears. Philip made en- 
deavour to hide his terror. Trembling in 
every limb, and looking in abject appeal 
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from one to the other, he kept murmuring, 
in almost inarticulate tones, the query, 
^^ What's to be done?" adding, "You 
«wore, Daddy, that you'd pull ine through, 
/at all hazards. You were ever a man of 
your word. Daddy, and you're bound to do 
it — you're bound to do it, you know." 

Of the three, the ancient steward alone 
retained something like presence of mind. 

The first thing he did was to tear into 
many fragments Eockwood's note ; the next 
was to take his grandson's hand in both of 
his. 

**I shall not desert you, Philip," he 
said. 

"No, no; you can't," was the hurried 
and grateful reply. " Your risk is the same 
tis mine; we're all in the same boat, you 
know." 

The old man shook his few straggling 
white locks sadly. 



214 Wko Will Save Her? 



" If the risk were only mine," he said, 
" 1 would not move one foot to place myself 
out of the reach of danger. Life with me 
is rapidly nearing its close, and the little of 
it still left me has no value," 

" P'r'aps not ! " put in Philip, in his^ 
usual generous manner. " You've had 
your innings, and a precious long innings 
it's been ; but a young, healthy chap like 
me, with a good fifty years of lif^ before 
him, can't be expected to want to throw up 
the sponge just when the fight's commenc- 
ing." 

" Certainly not," said the steward; " and 
I would cheerfully give up my small re- 
mainder, if any, to see you safe from 
here." 

" That's very noble of you — ^very noble 
of you, indeed ; but I don't see how it's to 
be managed — do you ? " 

And Mr. Philip, perfectly ready to accept 
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that or any other sacrifice, looked wistfully 
into the other's wrinkled face. 

" Whatever occurs," broke in Mrs. Rock- 
wood harshly, " you Philip, as ever, wiE 
have to thank your own folly for it. What 
madness, at such a time as this, environed 
as we are by peril of every kind, induced 
you to forget the delivery of that warning 
letter until — for each hour lost is one step 
nearer the gaol — it may be too late ? " 

" How do you mean too late ? " asked 
Philip, a cold perspiration bursting out in 
"beaded bubbles" over his white face; 
*^ and talking of gaol and that sort of thing? 
You're a rare one to help a lame dog over a 
stile, you are ! 

His mother, her dark, handsome face still 
wet with tears, but her fierce eyes fiash- 
ing with contempt, was about to reply 
angrily, when DarknoU checked her. 

"Diana," he said, almost beseechingly, 
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" PhiKp is a good lad ; don't be angry with 
him, [Youth speaks with a free and a 
foolish tongue, and never means half what 
it says." 

" By Jove, but / do, though ! " and 
PhiUp, even in his terror, began again to 
bluster. "How was I to know that the 
letter was of consequence ? You never saw 
such a scarecrow of a fellow ! Shoved the 
letter in my hand, and then carved his 
mahogany" (cut his stick) "to the tune of 
^ double quick.' All I know is that among 
you youVe got me into a thundering mess, 
'specially that scoundrel Eockwood, who 
I'll be even with one of these days — ^you see 
if I won't ! " 

" Don't be a fool ! " was his mother's dis- 
dainful reply to this outburst ; "or, at least, 
keep your folly to yourself, nor permit it to 
shock the ears of others. If you have one 
grain of wisdom left in you, keep friends 
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mth Mathew Eockwood, or at least hide the 
enmity you feel." 

" Enmity ! There, that's just like you — 
always putting wrong constructions on every 
word a free-hearted young fellow speaks ! 
Mat and I got on well enough together till 
other people came between. But for him, 
I should never have been able to live like 
a'gentleman, so don't let anybody go run- 
ing me down. I know that I'm at low ebb, 
but I won't stand that. Why, Mat may do 
a lot for me yet, if this thing only blows 
over — mayn't he ?. " 

He had resumed his whining tone, when 
all were startled by a rapping, as of 
knuckles, outside the closed windows of the 
room — French windows — which, opening 
out upon a retired part of the grounds, were 
protected by strong shutters from within. 

All drew a frightened breath, paused, and 
listened. 
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The rapping was repeated a little louder, 
then much louder, as though the person out-^ 
side was growing impatient. 

Who could it be at such an hour of the 
night? 

The steward, in much alarm, glanced at 
his daughter, and both advanced towards 
the window. 

"What are you up to? — ^what are you 
going to do ? If you're going to open that 
shutter, let me get out of the room first ?' 
If it's anything concerning me, you can say 
I'm not in the house— that I left the Abbey 
yesterday. I ain't going to face anybody 
to-night ; my nerves aren't up to it ! " 

While he was making vaguely for the 
door, though with the half-determination of 
getting under the table, a voice replied to 
Darknoll's question as to who was there in 
a sharp whisper, which, however, made 
itself sufficiently well heard in the room. 
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" Open the shutter and let me in ! Don't 
waste a moment — do you hear ? " 

" It's Mathew ! " — and the steward turned 
to his daughter with a gesture of agonized 
alarm. *^ The business must be bad indeed 
that brings him here at such an hour and in 
such a fashion ! '' 

The woman had already lifted the bar of 
the middle shutter, and thrown it open. 
She then unfastened the window itself, and 
a man stepped hastily into the room. 

He wore a large common overcoat, such 
as are affected by cattle-dealers and their 
like, was muffled up to the eyes, which same 
eyes were also shaded by a limp felt hat, 
broad in the brim, and much indented in 
the crown. 

In this very ruffianly-looking personage,. 
Philip, standing, his hand upon the door- 
lock, recognised the '^ scarecrow " who had 
that morning given him the letter. 
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Scarecrow or no scarecrow, it was Mathew 
Eockwood, nevertheless, 

" What is the meaning of this ? " he said, 
at once flashing out into anger, and at the 
same time tearing the muffler from his 
throat, and casting it, with his battered hat, 
upon the table. */ After my warning, why- 
is that fool here?'' — and he pointed to 
Philip. "I thought better of you, Diana, 
and of you, DarknoU ! '' turning to the 
hunchback steward, who was refastening 
the shutters. " Why, by this time, there 
•should have been two hundred miles, at 
least, between him and the Abbey ! " 

"There was an error — ^a foolish one, per- 
liaps, but still a pardonable one — ^in the 
delivery of your note," said the old man, 
hurriedly. " It was not altogether Philip's 
fault ; yet — "• 

" It was all Philip's fault," broke in Mrs. 
Eockwood, impatiently. " Even / grow 
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weary of him ! Let him reap what he has. 
sown ! '' 

" And by Jove ! that's just what he's^ 
likely to do," said Book wood, with a sneer- 
ing laugh. 

" If not for his sake, why did you come 
here -at some risk surely, to be so dis- 
guised ? " pleaded the old man. 

^^ Because it is a maxim of mine that in 
such an extremely complicated and danger- 
ous a business as ours your fool is always 
best out of the way ; but, had I known 
what the danger really was, he might hang^ 
drown, anything, before I'd have come near 
this ill-omened place ! There's a curse on 
all and everything connected with it ! " 

He said this with a sort of shudder, and 
a nervous glancing round — a manner very 
imlike the usual manner of Mathew Rock- 
wood. 

» 

" How did you get into this part of the 
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garden ? " asked Diana, pointing to the win- 
do w. 

" By climbing the wall. The amount of 
acrobatic feats I've gone through within 
the last two hours would surprise you — 
they have me. It didn't answer my pur- 
pose that any servant should see me enter 
here ; no more than I intend, if I can help 
it, for them to see me depart." 

He continued in the same half- wild strain 
of bravado, drinking copiously glass after 
glass, while the others, conscious of some 
great danger menacing, looked on in amaze- 
ment and fear. 

'^ I've had to rub up my gymnastics, I 
can tell you — running, jumping, climbing — 
everything but the tight rope, though that 
may be yet to come, eh. Daddy ? " and he 
slapped the steward on the shoulder. 
^^ What do you say to half-a-day's dodg- 
ing of the police ? " 
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" The police ! '' 

His three listeners echoed the word with 
three diflferent intonations, 

" The police ! the myrmidons of the law ! 
the beagles of justice ! Not but what, if I 
<5ould have got him out of the way," — jerk- 
ing his thumb towards Philip — ** and you 
also, Daddy — for where Philip's concerned 
you've a softening of the brain, which sets 
in rapidly" (DarknoU sighed), — ^' I might 
have weathered matters as they then stood ; 
but that young lawyer, Corbett, who is a 
devil of a fellow — not a blade of grass will 
he allow to grow under his feet — ^has ap- 
plied for the exhuming, digging up, disen- 
tombing — ^you know — the late baronet." 

"What for?" 

It was Philip who asked this question. 
The others had no necessity to ask it ; but 
stared at each other aghast. 

Of one thing, at least, Philip had been 
kept carefully ignorant, and it was that ! 
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The pitiless Eockwood, who hated Philip 
(and his power of hate was of no mean 
order), fSaced round upon him with an ugly^ 
grin. 

*^ What for ? On a suspicion of foul 
play-murder, if you like a strong word- 
murder and conspiracy — ^that's the charge \ 
and it wiU make, as tiiose play-wrlting 
fellows say, a good line in the bills." 

" He's fainting ! " and both Darknoll and 
Diana rushed to Philip, who had sunk 
down, to all appearance, in a swoon. " Do 
you want to kill the boy ? " and the steward 
turned fiercely to the lawyer, who still 
stood, his hands thrust in his pockets, his. 
legs wide apart, and the ugly grin always, 
on his fSace. 

'* Bah ! he'll hear the charge soon enough ; 
besides, it's only suspicion as yet. I got 
the ^office'" (warning) ^'jfrom a fellow I 
know and can trust" (here he snapped his. 
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fingers). ** That I for their suspicions " (he 
had approached DarknoU, and whispered in 
his ear). " Malyon's a man of science — a 
wonder in his way ; let them suspect what 
they like, on that count weVe nothing to fear, 
but they'll nail us on the conspiracy affiair. 
The Balms have told all they know, and 
that's enough^ no doubt of thatP 

" What are you going to do, Mathew ? '' 
" Get far away from these diggings for a 
time, and watch which way the wind blows. 
It was necessary I should see Diana about 
some money-matters, or I shouldn't have 
been such a fool as to come here to-night. 
I made sure you'd have had him but of the 
way" (indicating' the unfortunate Philip, 
who, under his mother's care, was slowly 
recovering), ^Hong before. I hung about 
the fields and lanes till night-fall ; but, as 
ill-luck would have it, I was recognised and 
tracked." 

VOL. III. Q 
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"Traxjked?'' 

^^ I'm certain of it. It was near where 
the high road branches off by the old mile, 
and takes a turn through Dripsey Wood. I 
had sat down under a hedgerow, and taken 
off my hat for a minute to wipe my fore- 
head and cool my head, when four men, 
turning a sharp comer, came full upon me. 
Three of them, I saw at once, were London 
detectives — ^I've employed too many not to 
know the breed ; in the fourth, a tall, long- 
limbed fellow, I recognised that poaching, 
ne'er-do-well, Peter Applethwaite." 

" Applethwaite I he left these parts years 
ago." 

^^ That is no reason he should not come 
back to them," said Eockwood impatiently. 
^^ At any rate, back he is; and the errand 
he is upon bodes no good to us, or he 
wouldn't be with the detectives. I didn't 
stop to ask them their business, but made a 



1 
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•clean jump through the hedge and into the 
wood, where I managed to give them the go- 
by. I waited till it was dark to come on 
here. You're warned, and must now look 
after yourselves. I'm off directly, and 
sha'n't rest till I've put some running 
water between me and these gentlemen. 
Take your precious protegt out of the room, 
for I've — I've business with Diana, and 
can't delay — you understand." 

Old Daddy DarknoU did understand. 
The news brought by the lawyer was so 
astounding, that he, too, was determined 
not to delay his grandson's flight by a 
moment longer than was absolutely neces- 
sary. The results of further procrastination 
might be terrible. 

The interview between Eockwood and his 
wife, when they were alone, was brief and 
business-like. 

He gave her various signed papers, but 

a 2 
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his instructioDS were chiefly verbal. Money 
passed between them, and then a cold good- 
bye. 

" I'm going back over the wall," he said* 
" No harm can come to you, Diana, but my 
position is more than ticklish. Send the 
boy and the old man away at once. And 
when they're safely housed the other side 
of the water, write to me. I have told yon 
how and where." 

Such was Mathew Bockwood's affectionate 
leave-taking. 

There was no embrace ; a brief hand- 
shaking — that was all. 

" To-morrow," he said, " the white differ 
of Albion will fade from my view, but I'm? 
not likely to do anything sentimental about 
them^ and can wish my ^ native land good 
night ' without any recourse to my pocket- 
handkerchief." 

He laughed in the old, unpleasant way^ 
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and passed out of the room. He crossed 
the garden, knowing the way well, thread- 
ing the beds and shrubberies as easily as 
he would have done had it been broad 
daylight. 

Arrived at the boundary- wall, which shut 
out this portion of the gardens from the 
park, Eockwood, with an agility marvellous 
in one of his age and habits, swung himself 
upwards by catching at the lower branch 
of the .tree, and then passing from branch 
to branch, reached the top of the wall, upon 
wHch he sat astride for some minutes, 
laughing quietly to himself. 

" Not a bad move, that," he said, " throw- 
ing Diana off the scent ! I start for France ? 
— ^not such a fool ! A man who desires to 
be hidden, and be forgotten, stays in Lon- 
don. In that vast brick-and-mortar puzzle 
a man may live and die unknown, and yet 
with the whole howl of the police after 
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him. Diana, and tliat idiotic old man,, 
would sell me to-morrow, if, by doing so, 
they could serve the mean cur who is even, 
now letting * I dare not wait upon I would,' 
and wasting time every minute of which is. 
of value. IVe done my part, now they 
must do theirs. It's every one for them- 
selves, and, I'm afraid, it's the devil for 
us all." 

He had grasped a strong outspreading 
branch that, lissom as India-rubber, ex- 
tended fax out over the wall, and drooped 
low into the park. Along this he crawled, 
and, as he said the last words, swung himself 
off for a moment, supporting himself solely 
by his hand, and then let himself drop upon 
the soft turf beneath. 

No sooner had he done so, and rose stag- 
gering from the shock against the ground, 
than a couple of strong arms were wound 
tightly about his body, and a voice chuckled 
triumphantly in his ear — 
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" Muster Eookwood, you're wanted I 
Sorry to behave rude to a gentleman — 
'specially such a very clever gentleman as 
you are ; but having got you, I can't, on no 
account, part with you." 

" Take care ; I am armed ! " And the 
lawyer struggled violently with his as- 
sailant. 

" Yes, I know you are, for I feels the 
pistols ; but your arms are as tightly pinioned 
as if you was making your last toilet at the 
old Bailey." 

" You are Peter Applethwaite ! " 

** That's my name ! " 

" And a sneaking, prying scoundrel ! " 

" WuU, that's a matter as is open for dis- 
cussion." 

Never relaxing his iron grip, Peter 
whistled, and speedily two more men were 
on the spot. 

To search and disarm the lawyer was the 
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work of a moment, and Eoekwood knew tte 
matter wa6 hopeless. 

Immediately recovering his habitual sneer- 
ing composure, he said, with a laugh, " Sharp 
work, and hot work, eh, lads ? A clever 
trick well done I Here's half a crown each 
for you ! And now what's the next move 
on the chess-board ? " 

" Which is not for me to say." And Mr. 
Applethwaite, unlike his companions, re- 
jected the proffered silver. " I"or the 
present, these gentlemen will take the ut- 
most cai-e of you, while I go and see what 
is become of the Baronet." 

We will, however, be beforehand with 
Sandy Peter,, and re-enter the old Abbey, 
where another strange scene is enacting. 

Bockwood had scarcely taken his affec- 
tionate farewell of his equally affectionate 
wife, when a tremendous ringing was heard 
at the lodge-gates, which, a few minutes 
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after, it was apparent by a hurried trampling 
of feet on the gravel, some over-officious or 
over-curious servant had opened. 

Darknoll, who — ^for his extreme age was 
beginning to teU on him-waa now painfully 
<5limbing one of the great staircases, closely 
followed by the terrified Philip. 

'^Do you think they've come' to arrest 
me — I mean us. Daddy ? Why did those 
fools open the gates ? " 

^^ It would have come to the same thing, 
«ooner or later," murmured the old man; 
'still there's a chance. Come in here!" 
and he turned into a side-room, situated in 
a sort of turret, with a long lancet window, 
which looked down into the park. '' I re- 
member you, as a boy, have often, when 
bent on some mad freak, descended by the 
ivy. It was a strong ladder then; it ifi 
stronger now. Get down now, and find 
your way round to the stables. Saddle the 
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best horse yon can find, and ride for old 
Bartle Dean's, in Brook Hollow ; he's not 
the man to play yon &lse, for yon've sat on 
his knees when a child ; besides, he owes- 
mnch to me. When there, wait for news- 
from me, or from yonr mother, or, happily, 
from both." 

The mnrmnr of voices, the tread of many 
feet, were now within the honse, and Philip 
reqnired no second nrging. 

Springing on the sill, and always eagerly 
assisted by the trembling hands of his de- 
Toted grand&ther, Philip sqneezed himself 
out, careftilly, very carefully, till he had 
grasped the tough ropes of the thickly* 
clustering ivy ; then he felt that escape was 
just possible — ^that, for a short time, at least, 
he was safe. 

But the confusion in the Abbey increased ; 
lights flashed from window to window, and, 
as he heaxd the lattice closed by old Dark* 
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noil above, the craven heart of the young 
man failed him, the cold drops of fear beaded 
his forehead, and he grasped mechanically 
at a mass of stone-work embedded in the 
ivy for support. 

It was a piece of crumbling masonry, 
carved all over, and from the deep hollow 
above, two white owls flew hooting. 

It had been fastened in with iron clamps, 
but the clamps were eaten away by centuries 
of rust, and the encasing mortar had long 
since disappeared. 

Philip felt the stone-work trembling 
beneath his convulsive grasp ; but, confused, 
panic-stricken, instead of again seeking the 
securer ivy, he clutched at the carved stone 
with both hands, so that his whole weight 
was brought to bear upon it. 

The next moment the whole mass tore- 
itself from the wall, and, carrying the maiL 
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with it, fell with an overwhelming force to 
ihe ground. 

There he lay, prostrate, crushed beneath, 
the broken fragments of carven stone. 

Dead — killed by the escutcheon of the 
Wenttoorths ! 



CHAPTER XLIII. 

JEFFERSON FANE AND HIS PATIENT, 

" Gertrude ! Gertrude ! wake up I wake^ 
up ! It is I, Everard Corbett, who am 
speaking to you. Wake up ! wake 
up I " 

In a bright room in the pleasant and pic- 
turesque little villa of Holly Bank, Gertrude 
Wentworth lies stretched upon a couch, 
lying as one dead, or rather in a trance; 
for, though the eyes are shut, there is a 
tremulous motion beneath the thin, delicate 
lids, and the pulse beats regularly as the- 
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doctor (Jefferson Fane) places his fingers on. 
the wrist. On the other side of the couch, 
^nd bending down, his eyes eagerly riveted 
on Gertrude, is Everard Corbett, with hope 
and fear written in every line of his brave, 
strong face. Near the end of the couch, but 
a little removed, so as not to impede the 
light that streamed in through the lace-cur- 
tained Erench windows, stand Mr. Frampton 
and Kate, his dark-eyed, cherry-cheeked 
daughter. 

There is an air of troubled solemnity 
pervading the occupants of this otherwise 
bright little room — an air difficult to 
define in words, yet one that is visible in 
all. 

Even rosy Kate is quite pale, and her £a.ce, 
that pleasant home of smiles and dimples, is 
graver than any judge's. The doctor is 
trying an experiment, and all are watching 
for the effect. 
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The wild appeal to the recumbent girl had 
<5ome from Everard Corbett. 

Quick, indeed, had been the rush of events 
«inoe the amiable Mrs. Balm, and her still 
more amiable Dolly, had paid their memor- 
able visit to the young barrister's rooms. 
The restoration of his ever-beloved Gertrude 
had been to the faithful heart of Everard 
•as though an angel had arisen to bless him 

from a tomb. 

• 

He had never loved pretty Kate Framp- 
ton, and it must be owned that she was very 
far from loving him. To use the conven- 
tional phrase, they felt for each other ^^ an 
affection of brother and sister," nothing 
more. 

Old Frampton it was who set his heart 
upon the match, and had striven might and 
main that his wish should be fulfilled. 

However, it was not to be, and the old 
lawyer was too wise to struggle with the in- 
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evitable, for, at the first look at the sweety 
pale face of her he had deemed his ^' dead 
love/' the whole happy, happy past had 
come surging over Everard Corbett like a 
billow, and he had thrown himself at h^^ 
feet, kissing her hands, and pleading hi& 
passion in almost an agony of adoration. 

Alas ! to all such pleadings there was but 
one response. 

^^ Oertmde is dead ! " she would say, with 
a shudder. ^^ They buried her long ago in 
the old Abbey Church — so they told me — 
and I must not speak of her. If I do," she^ 
added, sinking her voice to a whisper, '^ they 
will bury me, too, for ever and ever ; they 
often told me so.'' 

Then she would fix her large sorrowful 
eyes upon her lover's face, and hold up her 
hand wamingly. 

" You are my long lost love, but no one 
shall know it ; for if it were only to whisper 
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to any of the terrible people about that I 
cared for you, why, then, you too would be 
spirited away, and I phould see you no 
more." 

He would ask, gently, cautiously, some 
particulars about those " dreadful people " 
she feared so much ; but her reply was ever 
the same. 

" They are shadows — they are shadows I 
Changing their forms at times, but always 
menacing. But " — and, stooping down, she 
would place her pure lips to his forehead — 
"nothing can change my love for you. 
Only never, never let them know it, for 
they are more powerful than any one thinks, 
and you would again pass away from me like 
a happy dream; and" (this with a little 
silvery laugh, inexpressibly sad to hear), " I 
haven't had too much of happiness since I 
saw you last." 

By Kate and her good father's desire,. 

VOL. m. E 
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Oertrude Wentworth's abode was fixed at 
Holly Bank, wliile Eyerard set himself to 
work diligently to unravel the web of 
mystery that surrounded her, and bring to 
justice some, at least, of the criminals — ^the 
cowardly crimiaals — ^who had persecuted 
her young life, and worked her so terrible 
an evil. 

Sand £ate's whole heart went out to 
meet her new and suffering Mend ; she was 
never tired of caressing her, and listening 
to her babbling, but, alas ! unreasoning, 
talk. 

So, also, many and many times did the 
<5lever American doctor, Jefferson Fane, who, 
Bomehow, since he had become aware that a 
match between Corbett and Kate was impos- 
48ible, was a too j&requent visitor for his own 
peace of mind at Holly Bank. 

When we said, a few paragraphs ago, that 
Kate's entire heart had been bestowed upon 
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her new friend, we only spoke in metaphor, 
as it is authors' wont to do ; for — and 
we hint this in an aside — a considerable 
portion of that valuable little commodity 
ym tovelling nipidly in the direction of the 
handsome American, who could talk so well 
about everything, seemed to know almost 
everything about everything, and, above 
all, who followed her like a persistent 
shadow, and talked to her above every- 
body. 

"Did you not say that this Doctor 
Malyon, who so successfully avoids all 
pursuit, had resided for a long time in 
Mexico ? " 

Fane asked this question of Everard, as 
they sat smoking one evening on the Holly 
Bank lawn. 

" I gleaned as much from the Balms ; but 
that pair of superlative scoundrels say as 
little as they can about the doctor. He is 

B 2 
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related to the woman creatnre — ^her brother^ 
I believe." 

^^ Was he the only medical attendant on 
Sir Hugh and Miss Wentworth?** 

"With the exception of old Bowlby — 
Bowlby, an honest and highly respectable 
conntry practitioner, but an ass, pur et 
9impleP 

After this, Fane continued for some time 
to smoke in sflence, reseating by irrilated 
grunts any question addressed to him by his- 
friend, who, knowing his habits, himself re- 
lapsed into silence. 

After a quarter of an hour had passed 
like this, Jefferson Fane said abruptly, " I 
reckon, Eyerard, that I like you about as 
well as it is possible for me to do any being 
on earth wearing masculine attire. If you 
share that feeling, and I think you do, will 
you trust me ? " 

" With my life. Fane I Why do you 
ask ? " said Eyerard, impetuously* 
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*^Tes, yes; with your life — ^but how 
about a life you hold dearer than your 
own?" 

Everard started. 

^' Do you allude to Gertrude ? " 

" To what other ? It is my belief she 
has been drugged by this Doctor Malyon, 
and ' has eaten of the insane root that takes 
the reason prisoner." 

" I cannot think it." 

" Why not ? By what I have heard you 
say of that medical cuss, / should say he 
waa capable of anything ; and for the branch 
of study we are now discussing, there couldn't 
be a better school than Mexico, that land of 
fiends and fire." 

*'Have you seen any cases like Ger- 
trude^s ? " asked Everard, eagerly. 

" Several. Caaes exactly the same. But 
it was Malyon's having lived in Mexico that 
turned my thoughts in that quarter." 
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Well, no naturalist and doctor combined but 
in that place must make an analysis of the 
infinite variety of poisons. It is a land of 
poison — of concealed venom from those 
human (?) beings in the highest places, who 
cut the knot of ^ diplomacy ' by the assassin's 
knife and the drugged bowl, to the coiled-up 
horror that lurks in the fairest scenes, and 
shows itself only to dart a deadly sting. 
Well, while there, I managed to save the 
life — ^nay, more than life-— of a young half- 
breed girl from the hands of a band of 
Mexican scoundrels. She was grateful, and 
her mother, a frightful old negress, bent 
with age, and with a face so wrinkled that 
it looked like a Berlin- wool pattern, never 
tired of adding strange roots to my collection. 
Many and fearful things I learned from this 
monstrosity of nature, both poison and anti- 
dote. She is dead, the old Sycorax, but her 
daughter, still a beauty, leads a life of— 
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well, she leads a life 
some would call it — i\ 
ever vices she may 
— gratitude, and a woi 
command to her. I tl; 
I might essay to restore 

reason, but would mai 

Bure, and shall wire to ^' ^^^^^ 
Do you agree ? Have ^^^ 

Will you trust me, Eveni ^^^^^ s i^J 

" How can you ask mo ^^»^_Mr t; 

The two friends grap, 
hands with that grip whic)i 
together, though theirs li. 
linked in the bonds of firieii': 

The next day, Jefferson 1' 
to Uew York. 

In due time an answer n* 
doctor set to work. 

So far the experiment 
weU. 
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Let us return to the anxious group we 
have left in the bright little room at Holly 
Bank. 

" All depends upon her awakening," said 
the doctor. " Her first words will deter- 
mine whether I have succeeded or have 
failed." 

^^ Oh, Fane ! is failure possible ? " 

" Hush ! above my own skill I put my 
trust in Heaven ! " 

Gertrude moved slightly, and sighed. 

" Does she suffer ? " 

" No." 

Suddenly, with a cry, Everard, who was 
bending over Gertrude, sprang to his feet. 

" Fane, Fane ! you have deceived me ! 
•See, see ! her breathing ceases I She is 
dead I " 

The American doctor smiled slightly, drew 
out his watch, and again took the small 
^nmst in his hand. 
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^^ You are more likely to be seated on the^ 
woolsack, Eyerard, than to be made Presi- 
dent of the College of Physicians! The 
spell — ^for a sort of spell it is — ^works ad- 
mirably. Patience, and wait. Stay!" he 
turned, with a softened look in his eyes, and 
addressed £ate. ^^ Miss Frampton, may I 
trouble you for that bottle ? " 

It was but a tiny phial, but, like many 
other of the drugs compounded, it had cost 
money and difficulties innumerable in the 
making. Not a drug, but many drugs. 

Fane poured out its contents into a spoon, 
and placed it to Gertrude's lips. 

Not a drop was lost ; each drop was more 
precious than gold; and, anxiously, very 
anxiously, the doctor watched Gertrude aa 
she absorbed them. 

Another lengthened pause. 

Fane gently released the wrist, and re- 
placed his watch in his pocket for the first 
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time for some hours. He looked round him 
with a confident smile. 

"I reckon we've squared this. Though 
there's no denying it cut up ugly at first." 

If his words seemed coarse and careless, 
his manner was tender as a loving woman'&^ 
— nothing could be more watchful and 
gentle. 

" Everard, in about three minutes her 
eyes will open — open, as I think, with sense^ 
of reason restored — " 

He drew back as he spoke, and motioned 
Everard to take his place. 

" On you will depend the rest ! " 

The doctor still smiled, and the gloom 
passed more and more from the room, and 
the sunlight seemed to stream more brightly 
in. 

"Gertrude — my own dear, dear, Ger- 
trude! Surely, surely, you know me?' 
Speak, darling, and look up into my face ! ''^ 
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She opened her eyes as one who recognises 
a voice when awakening fipom a sleep, then 
Teclosed them with a sigh — a sigh full of 
weariness, but which had in it nothing of 
pain or sorrow. 

Jefferson Fane nibbed his hands. 

'' Try again ! " 

And Everard did try again. In the ears 
•of his beloved one he poured out the fervour 
of his love, his wild entreaty — ^till, at last, 
forgetting all else but her, he drew her 
towards him in a fond embrace, and im- 
j)rinted a kiss upon her parted lips. 

Once more he repeated his passionate ap- 
peal. 

" Gertrude ! Gertrude ! wake up ! It is 
I, your lover, who speaks to you ! Do you 
not know me ? Wake up ! wake up ! " 

Suddenly, as moved by an electric shock, 
she rose to her feet, and, with his strong 
.foms still around her, gaeed into his face. 
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" Everard — Everard Corbett ! Come back 
at last I Thank God !— thank God I " 

Then, bursting into a violent fit of sobbing^ 
she threw her arms about his neck. 

'•She is saved!" said the doctor; and 
taking a huge pinch of snuff, his only vice, 
he turned with a beaming face to old Framp- 
ton — no, to pretty darling Kate, who was^ 
crying in the corner. 



Now, reader, is it necessary that I should 
relate the oft-told story of two happy wed- 
dings? 

Scarcely. 

We know the bells rung out merrily;, 
that flowers were strewn; that much largess 
was given; that beadles and pew-openers- 
smiled metallic smiles upon the brides and 
bridegrooms ; that the dear old easy-going^ 
rector performed both ceremonies, and that 
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Frampton gave both brides away. Is it not 
sufficient that all were happy, and likely to 
be happy? Frampton took the doctor 
at once to his arms, aad like a sensible 
man, rejoiced in such a noble son-in-law. 

They deserved to be happy, and as far as 
complete happiness is possible in this world^ 
they were happy. 

And none more so than Gtertrude Went- 
worth. 

Before, however closing this eventfal his- 
tory, we have yet space and time to bestow 
a line or two on others who have figured 
more or less in our pages. 

Over the crushed form of the unfortunate 
Philip the first person who bent was Dark- 
noU, the old steward — bent till his lips 
touched the lips of his grandson ; then, from 
that lowly position, kneeling, adoring, he 
never rose again. 

It was but a feeble fibre which attached 
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him to life. His one hope and pride had 
gone, and then that fibre broke. 

Diana disappeared — as Diana Bookwood, 
never to be known again. 

Mathew Eockwood, defiant to the end was 
last seen at Portland, carelessly working. 
Mathew was generally liked by his fellow 
oonvicts, not only for his socIelI qualities, but 
for his many breaches of those laws, which 
none better than he understood ! 

And Doctor Malyon, the arch-fiend in all 
this black business, what of him ? 

In a low street in Paris, years after the 
marriage of Everard Corbett with Gertrude 
Wentworth, in a miserable garret, the magis- 
trate of the quartier is investigating the 
particulars of a death. 

Misery and starvation everywhere; nothing 
but crowds of empty bottles littering the 
cupboards and floor. On the table is a paper 
which leads the magistrate to believe that 
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the unhappy man had perished by his own 
act. 

The words were these : — 

^^ Life is a disease, of which sleep is the 
only alleyiation, and death the only remedy." 

The words were copied from the works of 
the French philosopher, Chamfort, but the 
handwriting was Doctor Malyon's own. 



THE END. 
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